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t it wonderful? Everything’s fine...no 
cer! Relieved, aren’t you? And smart, too! 
ause you’ve bought the best cancer in- 
ince there is...a thorough medical check- 
! Ask your doctor. He knows: thousands AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY ee 
re people could be cured...if everyone 
wed your footsteps! 





| PAY TO THE ORDER OF 








’t it tragic? 250,000 people die from can- 
each year. What can you do? A great | | " 
al. Your dollars will help the American 

cer Society save lives. Your gift will a 
an more research, more service to patients, 
re education of the public. Mail your gift 
Cancer,” in care of your local Post Office. 
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SKYLARK’S FASHION FLATTERERS 


Style No. 669 - ARROW NAR Style No. 2710—PLEAT TRICK. In 

ROW. Shining white buttons a washable blend of Acrilon 

march down tab front. Wide and Rayon, tucked on the turtle- 

hip pockets and cuffed sleeves. neck collar and bodice, whirl- 

Rayon and acetate. Turquoise, ing out in a wide sweep of 

gold, powder blue and grey. permanent pleats. Powder blue, 
red, turquoise or grey. 


Style No. 655 Style No. 655 — BUTTONS ON PARADE... So _ Style No. 622—DEEP DIP. Crisp rayon acetate 
9-17 Ge feminine trom the boat neckline to the nip-and- verdero, its neckline dipping low. This beauty 
10-20 tuck waist. In rayon menswear. Black, navy. buttons to a fantail skirt then flies out in whirl- 

red, slate blue round pleats. Black, navy, peacock, red or 
_ -% z SR powder blue. 


Style No. 404—PLEAT TREAT. Rayon taffeta date- Style No. 776— AFTER-FIVE FLATTERER — Rayon. 
timer. The skirt with sunbursts of tiny pleats and and acetate verdero tapered to a tiny waist 
two sparkling rhinestone pins. Flame red, bright and slim skirt. Black, navy, turquoise or gold. 
green, mermaid blue or black 


ih 4 Style No. 622 
9-17 
3 2 fi <5 3 798 
Style No. 776 wed 2012-28 8.98 
9.17 98> 40-48 
10-20 
20'2-28'2 oo 
40-48 8. 


bert. 71—-o8 
70 PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
/ ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— \ 
I save over 75c in C.O.D. fees 
0 C.0.D. ORDER: = will pay —-— amount 
plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees 
I may return garment in 10 dari ot scab 
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The weather's fine, the forecast’s bright, 
the time is ripe—to get up and go where 
you want to go, do what you want to 
lo! What in this wide world should hold 
you back from having a wonderful time, 
any ame you choose? Surely not monthly 
lifficulties, not when Tampax is so 
available. 

fampax® is the modern sanitary pro- 
rection that helps you live your life with- 
out worry about “problem days.” It's 
50 comfortable, because there's nothing to 
chafe or bind...so cool, because it’s 
worn internally...so sure, because 
nothing can show and no one can know! 
Not even tell tale odor can form! 


fampax is the last word in daintiness! 
Light as a powder puff, it’s made of pure 
surgical cotton, compressed into smooth, 
easily disposable applicators—so that 
your hands don’t ever have to touch it! 


You can tuck away a whole month's 
supply of Tampax in the side pocket of 
your grip—and off you'll go on your 
unscheduled flight to freedom! Do it 
now. Try Tampax. You'll never want 
to use anything else! Choice of 3 ab- 
sorbencies (Regular, Junior, Super) 
wherever drug products are sold. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Mrs. Jackie Robinson 


| was living in Daytona Beach at the time 
Jackie first trained there with Montreal and 
Mrs. Robinson, seated in the segregated bleach- 
er seats during exhibition games, would cheer 
Jackie even when he’d only hit a foul ball. 
“The Woman Behind Jackie Robinson” in the 
June TAN is a worthy tribute to Mrs. Robin- 
son’s sincere devotion and inspiration. 
Jonathan Kennedy 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


I’ve just read the June issue of TAN. I en- 
joyed all your stories but must put in a special 
compliment on the Robinson family. It was the 
most and, man, | want to thank you for a real 
gone mag! 

A/3c Tommy L. Williams 
Dow A.F.B. 


Maine 


Touched By ‘Slave Girl’ 


I was very touched by “Slave Girl” in the 
June issue of TAN. Please continue publish- 
ing good stories like this. You will never lose! 

Delores C. 
Trenton, N. J. 


Likes Poetry 


| have read and enjoyed your magazine for 
almost three years now. From cover to cover 
it’s interesting and exciting. But more than 
anything else, your poetry page is the thing 
that has made me such an ardent fan. It is 
wonderful! 
Mary Frances Glenn 
Detroit, Mich. 


Happy Pen Pals 


I am in the U. S. Army and sometimes find 
myself very lonely. But I am no longer lonely 
because I find it interesting to write your 
pen pals, along with reading the wonderful 
stories in the magazine. I enjoyed the stories 
“Reluctant Virgin” and “Slave Girl” in your 
June issue and I’m a fan of TAN as long as 
it’s on the newsstands. 

Sp/3 Headrick Williamson 
A.P.O. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


Many thanks for entering my name on the 
Pen Pal page in the June issue of TAN maga- 
zine. | am answering letters now five and six 
daily, so if I haven’t gotten to some as yet, 
please ask them to be patient. After all, Rome 
wasn’t built in a day even if it did burn down 
in a night. I don’t want any one to feel omit- 
ted and am doing the best I can. And I would 
like to publicly thank the many people who 
have written to me. 

Charles Robinson 
Bronx, N. Y. 





Isn't it good to know 
you re using the very best! 





For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 





in the BLUE SEAL package. 


When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 


pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 


recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. 


See how much smoother it is. That’s because 


it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 
Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 














"HITE PETROLEUM JELt! 


MET bie 
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Reader's Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly!" 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 





















incerely wish to be entered in your Pen 

Pals column. I am not a very lonely girl but 
| would like to make more friends with differ- 
t ones regardless of race. I would like to 
orrespond with males, single and intelligent, 
vith nice personalities, between 20-29. I am 
young girl of 19, 115 lbs., 5’3”, with dark 


omplexion and big brown eyes which have 
gotten me a lot of friends. My hobbies are 
vyriting letters and songs, dancing, modern 
zz, rock ’n’ roll records, books and movies. 


will answer all letters promptly and will 


ladly exchange photos. 
Mildred Reid 
277 N. Champion Ave. 
Apt. M 
Columbus 3, Ohio 


Please write to me. I’m the lonesomest girl 
the city. I would like to correspond with 
servicemen, white or colored. I am colored. 
| also would like them to be 6’ or over. I am 
39”, weigh 145 lbs. .I’m 17. Sports and music 
| like very much. Will answer all letters and 
exchange photos. So please write. I’m living 
n Lonely Avenue. 
LaVern Greene 
1475 Madison Ave. 
Clearwater, Fla. 


with utmost pleasure that I write. | 

im a Liberian, 19 and single, light brown com- 

plexion and weigh 132 lbs. My hobbies are 

playing football and going to church on the 

Sabbath. | am an Adventist. I also love read- 

ice books. I would like to hear from girls 

nd boys between 21-23, Negro or white from 

ny part of the globe. | will answer all letters 

| gladly exchange photos. With kind antici- 
pation of consideration. 

John Y. Nyonnah 

S.D.A. Mission 

P. O. Box 52 

Monrovia, Liberia 


to become a member of your Pen Pal 
lub. Having the problem, like many Marines, 
he folk back home forgetting us makes 
things rather dull and lonely. I like all sports, 
lancing and art. I am 20, 6/114”, 187 lbs., 
br omplexion, brown eyes. I would like 
rrespond with girls mentally matured, be- 

he ages 17-20. 
Pfc. Carol S. Sawyer 
1595365 U.S. MC 
\. Co. 3rd S.P. Bn 
3rd F.P.O. 


San Francisco, Calif. 


| am a very lonely G.I. and would like very 

n hear from Negro girls. I have been 
stationed here at Harman A.F.B. in Newfound- 
land for six months and have 18 months to go 
| hope through TAN magazine I will 

to correspond with girls of my own 

would also enjoy exchanging photo- 


\/3c Matthew Dean Brown 
1624 Support Sqdn. 
\.P.0. 864 

New York, N. Y. 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I'd be most thankful if you will print my re- 
quest for Pen Pals. I would appreciate re- 
ceiving letters and photos from American 
young ladies 16-22, preferably those who live 
in the Los Angeles area; also, from men 18-40. 
I am a Jamaican, dark complexion, medium 
build, 5’5%”, and plan to be in Los Angeles 
early next year for residence training at Na- 
tional Schools. I am 21, of male sex. 

R. S. Isaacs 

25 Brunswick Ave. 
Spanish Town 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I should be very grateful if you would pub- 
lish my name as one in need of pen pals. | 
am a lonely guy stationed here at Fort Knox, 
Ky.. and don’t receive very much mail from 
home. Am anxious to hear from girls all over 
the world. I’m 24, 5’8”, brown eyes, 175 lbs., 
black hair, light brown complexion and single. 

Sgt. Arthur O. Smith 

ER 13441448 

Company “B” 

6th Bn., 3d Tng. Regt., Infantry 
USATCA 

Fort Knox, Ky. 


I am sincerely interested in corresponding 
with boys of my own race. | am 5’7”, brown 
eyes, black hair, 126 lbs., dark complexion. | 
am a Negro. One of my hobbies is swimming 
and am also a fairly good dancer. I was 17 
last May and would like to write to boys 18-22. 

Elnora Roberts 
117 Lamberton St. 
Trenton. N. J. 


Perhaps you could help me find pen friends 
from among your readers. [ am a student from 
the island of Jamaica, B.W. Indies. and my 
interest is in medicine. Age 27. If you can 
help me find pen friends, boys or girls of 
about my age but preferably girls who may 
also be students, it would be greatly appreci- 
ated. Replies will be expected in due course 
and until then, please accept best wishes for 
continued success of your wonderful magazine. 

H. Bryan 

171 Hermitage Road 
London, N. 4 
England 


I am-a soldier stationed in Germany. One of 
my favorite pastimes is writing letters. | would 
be happy to correspond with any one who cares 
to write. T am 23 and a former student of 
Hampton Institute. My address is: 

Pvt. Alfred Whittaker 
U.S. 57419042 

Co. C Ist BN 3d ACR 
A.P.0. 114 

New York, N. Y. 


We are four young men in the Navy aboard 
a destroyer and will head for the Far East in 
a few more days. There will be very many 
lonely nights and we guys would like to hear 
from some nice girls who would like to write 
four lonely sailors. We are all unattached. 


Would prefer girls between 18-22. We are also 
of the same address. 

Clarence M. Martin, BMSN 

Donald R. Randolph, SN 

John T. Scott, SN 

Wardel Smith, SN 

U.S.S. Halsey Powell (DD686) 

c/o Fleet Post Office 

San Francisco. Calif. 


! am a girl who would like to write to men 
and women Pen Pals from all over the world 
between the ages 24-34. Nationality doesn’t 
matter. | am Hawaiian, with real long black 
hair and real dark brown eyes. I am a patient 
at a tubercular hospital and it gets pretty 
lonesome at times. Will answer all letters. My 
hobbies are writing letters and I love the fights. 
| keep up with them at all times. I also like 
outdoor sports and collect snapshots. 

Clara R. Underwood 
1704 150th East 
Firland Sanatorium 
Seattle 55. Wash. 


I've recently discovered the excellent publi- 
cation of TAN and have become an enthusiastic 
fan. | like to understand and socialize with 
people of all personalities. Therefore, | wish 
to correspond with young ladies 16-18. I am 
a boxer of the lightweight division, weighing 
in at 136 lbs., 58”, dark, with brown eyes. It’s 
said that | am sort of handsome. My hobbies 
are tennis, basketball and football. I am 18 
and would like to exchange photos and letters. 

Walter Kelly 
1176 Michigan Ave. 
Buffalo 10, N. Y. 


We have been reading your TAN since we 
came in to service and dig your Pen Pal sec- 
tion. We would like you to publish this: We 
are very lonesome G.I.’s and would like to hear 
from Negro girls. We are stationed in Colo- 
rado and would like to correspond with girls 
of our own race. We would also enjov exchang- 
ing photos and are all at the same address. 

Cpl. Charles Collier, ER 3029 
Pfc. Nathanial Ford, Ra. 0703 
Sp. 3 Charles Moore, Ra. 3077 
Pfc. Elijah H. Powell, US 2841 

Pfc. Walter Weems Jr.. Ra. 9532 
B. Btrv. 254th F.A. BN. 
Fort Carson, Colo. 


| would like very much to have my name 
published in your Pen Pal section. I am a girl 
of Chinese and Negro descent, 17, 5/1”. I am 
very fair and have black hair and dark brown 
eves. Would like to write to some lonely G.l.’s 
about the ages 18-20. from Germany. I am 
interested in football and record collecting, 
also reading magazines. Here’s thanking you. 
Joy Joan Mar Tung 

Cap-de-Ville Junction 

Point Fortin 


Trinidad, B.W.I. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


other and getting along very well up 
until last week. Now we have parted. | 
love him very much and he has told me 
that he loves me. Please tell me what to 
do because I don’t want to be hurt. 
G.M.W. 
Dear G.M.W.: 

Selfishly you are thinking 
only of yourself and not about 
the other people involved. 
Just what are they going to feel 
—pride? You had better 
check the reason for your 
friend’s departure. Did he go 
back to his wife? Or is he play- 
ing “tootsie” with another 
woman? Whether he is living 
with his wife or not, legally 
and morally he is still a mar- 
ried man and the supporter 
of two children. This alone 
should mean hands off. His re- 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Please help me because I have a prob- 
lem and don’t know what to do. I am 
in love with a white man and | think he 
likes me because he is jealous when | 
date other boys. I have his address and 
want to write and tell him how much I 
love him. I am so miserable I don’t 
know what to do. He is nice to me and . 
I don’t want to bring him shame. Al- 
though he doesn’t work here he will be 
coming back soon. I want to tell him 
I love him, won’t you please help me.to 
find a way? 

Sincerely, 
Miss Betty Cash 

Dear Miss Cash: 

Don’t embarrass yourself 
by mistaking kindness for 
love or friendship for infatua- 
tion. If the man liked you 


DEAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am 22 years old and have been 
married almost five years. I have two 
children but my husband and I are sep- 
arated. Recently | met a nice man who 
is stationed near here. He is married, 
has two children, and is also living apart 
from his wife. We have been seeing each 





NOW! 


FOR YOUR MOST 


sponsibility is first of all to his 
family, and yours should be 
too. Instead of breaking up 
another woman’s home and 
marriage, I strongly suggest 
that you try mending your 
own. 


above and beyond friendship 
he surely would have done 
something about it by now. 
You had better wait until he 
says something to you besides 
“hello and goodbye” before 
you build castles in the air. 
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INTIMATE MARRIAGE PROBLEM 


Tested by doctors... proved in hospita/ clinics 


= 


1. Antiseptic (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are safer and surer than ever! A 
highly perfected new formula releases anti- 
septic and germicidal ingredients righi in 
the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a pow- 
erful protective film that permits long- 
lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Sure protection from odor) 
Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic 
and found to be more effective than any- 


thing it had ever used. Norforms are deo- 
dorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
embarrassing odors, yet have no “medicine” 
or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (So casy to use) Norforms 
are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and 
convenient to use. Just insert—no appara- 
tus, mixing or measuring. They’re grease- 
less and they keep in any climate. Your 
druggist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
Also available in Canada. 


NORFORMS 





A NORWICH PRODUCT 
Tested by doctors + Trusted by women 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


Mail coupon to: Dept. T-79, Norwich 
Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N. Y. Send 
Norforms booklet, in a plain envelope. 


Name 





(pcease print) 


Street 





City. Zone. State 
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One of the fondest dreams of the American male is to dwell in a land where a an Fake 


as many wives as he pleases. But what about women? Are they entitled to the same drear 


: )ORED WITH husband and house- 

work, a pretty young Atlanta ma- 

n looked into the mirror one morn- 

g and decided that life was passing 

r by. Tempted many times at par- 

s and other social gatherings by men, 

both married and single, who all 

emed more interesting and attractive 

mm her husband, Florence longed for 

gay, romantic dating life she led 
fore her marriage to Jack. 

Not that Jack wasn’t a good husband. 

He was dependable and home-loving 

home-loving, Florence felt) as 

ell as a wonderful father to their two 

ldren. But as a busy part-owner of 


a garage, he was spending more and 
more time working at nights and week- 
ends, and just didn’t have the time to 
lead the exciting social life which 
Florence felt they could afford. As a 
young wife and mother, she often re- 
sented being tied down with children 
and enviously admired her friends who 
were able to keep the drudgery out of 
marriage. Jack, on the other hand, 
looked forward to quiet nights at home 
and didn’t share or even understand 
his wife’s constant need for parties and 
people. 

The night of the Willis’s anniversary 
party, Jack had to return to the shop 
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to do an unexpected rush job, leaviy 
Florence on the verge of tears. Sensing 
her disappointment, he suggested thal 
she go without him. Sulking at f i 
and then with grim determinati : 
Florence called the baby sitter and 
on her most daring dress. 
Once at the party, missin oh ool 
tails in the friendly atmosphere, sh 
began a series of “ever-so-harmless” 
flirtations. Finally, propositioned by 
her husband’s best friend, she left the 
party in a whirl of newly awakened 
passions. Then, after only three years 
of marriage and_ several sleepless’ 
nights, Florence calmed her conscience 











Saubmitted to her first extra-marital 
affair. 
like Florence who break 
/ marriage vows are admitting, 
er consciously or unconsciously, 
fone husband is not enough. Espe- 
y since few men can fulfill that 
lover-companion-father _relation- 
> which many women expect in mar- 
ge. Some psychiatrists believe that 
men have the same tendencies to 
Smit adultery as men and for many 
[the same reasons. Sex expert Alfred 
insey’s research revealed that when 
gw partners were temporarily intro- 
eed, the sexual activity of the hus- 
and and wife was revived. Especially 
Pthe wife’s extra-marital relations 
ere less satisfactory than with her 
usband. In some cases, the marriage 


‘Oil! ‘ 


was even strengthened. Confessed one 
wife: “I was convinced that my hus- 
band was a miserable lover until I ex- 
perimented. Now I realize how wrong 
I was.” 

If husbands can use sexual freedom 
as an escape valve, then why can’t the 
wife enjoy the same liberty? The wife 
who takes a lover, for example, may 
feel that she is perfectly justified in 
“paying back” her mate. For some, it 
is a source of emotional release and a 
chance to show independence. For 
others, it is a punishment for a hus- 
band’s failure to pay bills or other 
signs which she feels indicate that he 
no longer loves her. After learning of 
her husband’s unfaithfulness, one in- 
dignant wife exclaimed: “Two can play 
that game. I don’t have to stand for 











that kind of treatment.” And, because 
the world is full of accommodating 
men, she didn’t have long to wait. 
Aware of her husband’s infidelity, 
Lillian decided to stick it out because 
of the children instead of getting a 
separation or divorce. The idea of be- 
ing unfaithful to Bob had never oc- 
curred to her. But an unexpected visit 
from an old high school classmate (a 
married man who was also “misunder- 
stood” at home), caused her to recon- 
sider. After listening sympathetically 
to her unhappy story, she submitted as 
a sort of “favor” to him. Later she ad- 
mitted: “It was wrong, I know, and I 
didn’t even enjoy it. But I was lonely. 
Now, at least, I share some of my hus- 
band’s guilty feelings—if he has any.” 
Some wom- (Continued on Page 59) 

















lll Set You Up In a 


MONEY- MAKING 


BUSINESS You can 


Run From Home! 








EVERYTHING 
FURNISHED 


eee 
TOP MEN 
MAKE 
$5 - $10 
AN HOUR! 
eee 
YOU NEVER 
INVEST 
ONE 
CENT! 





















rll Show You How to Make 
BIG MONEY the First Hour! 


Get into a high-paying business without spend- 
ing a cent! I'll rush you, absolutely FREE, a 
powerful Starting Business Outfit. [1 contains 
EVERYTHING you need to start making ex- 
citing cash profits the first hour! 

As the Mason Shoe Counselor in your town, 

you can start taking easy orders the minute 
your Outfit arrives. You need no experience. 
I'll show you how to add as much as $217.00 
EXTRA income a month for just 2 orders 
a day... how to take orders from friends, rela- 
tives, neighbors, folks where you work. 

EVERYONE wantscomfortable shoes. Mason 
Air-Cushioned shoes are backed by the Good 
Housekeeping Guarantee Seal, have been ac- 
cepted for advertising by the American Med- 
ical Association. Some topnotch men have 
taken up to 20 orders their first day... earn- 
ing up to $10 an hour! 


NOT SOLD IN STORES! 

Mason Shoes are not sold in stores, so folks 
must buy from YOU and KEEP buying from 
you! You feature 160 dress, sport, work shoe 
styles for men, women . .. with such EXTRA 
features as Air Cushion innersoles, Steel Shanks, 
work soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neo- 
prene Crepe, Safety Shoes. 

You'll run the best ‘‘shoe store” business in 

town, because you actually ‘‘carry” a greater 
selection than a store. You draw on our stock 
of over 200,000 pairs in sizes 22 to 15, widths 
AAAA to EEEE. No need to substitute... 
folks get the style, size, width they order. No 
wonder you can expect fast profits! 
Rush Coupon for Your FREE Outfit! 
Start now! We will rush, absolutely FREE, 
EVERYTHING you need to start making 
money the first hour! Make the extra cash you 
need ...send the coupon TODAY! 
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N WASHINGTON, D. C., Mrs. Helen O. Lucas Jones sought to end her 12-year 

marriage by charging in a divorce petition that her husband, Joseph, had; 
1) accused her of running around, 2) beaten her with a shoe, 3) threatened to kill 
her if she left him, and 4) backed up his threat by sleeping with a gun under his 
pillow. 


* * * 


In Detroit, 39-year-old Robert Ford smashed a store window, re- 
moved a camera, patiently awaited the arrival of police, to whom he 
explained: he wanted to go to jail and learn a trade so he could land 
a better-paying job. 


* * * 


In Baltimore, Jonas S. Jones won a divorce from his wife, Emma, after testifying: 
“My wife said she was going to the store for hairpins. It was three weeks later when 


I saw her.” 
* * * 


In Cleveland, ex-GI Henry P. Franklin explained in a divorce suit 
that his wife, Mamie, had engaged an “assistant husband” while he 
was overseas, Said Franklin: “In due course of nature . . . with the 
assistance of her assistant, (she) became very pregnant. While (1) 
feel quite flattered by this compliment to my virility by remote con- 
trol, in the interest of an honest census—and of justice to myself— 
(1) must insist that the infant was not fathered by (me). 


aad * * 


In San Francisco, five women shoplifters were placed on probation by a judge 
who ordered them to see the movie The Ten Commandments, then write 200-word 


essays on the eighth one: Thou shalt not steal. 


* * * 


In Memphis, a judge checking disorderly conduct suspect Leon 
Marshall’s story that he had been in court once before back in 1943 
because of a “misunderstanding” with his wife, found out indeed 
there had been a misunderstanding. Marshall had killed her. 


* * * 


In Akron, Ohio, Leroy Love revealed he had lost the love of his wife, Janette 
Love, and filed suit for divorce. 


* * * 


In Los Angeles, Mrs. Violet Stamper, 26, won a divorce from her 
41-year-old husband, Walter, after complaining that he made her 80 
nervous she just “‘ate and ate” until she weighed 190 pounds, then 
“he wouldn’t let me go on a diet.” 


* * * 


In Cleveland, Mrs. Mabel E. Payne charged her attorney-husband, Lawrence 0. 
Payne, with extreme cruelty, gross neglect, and causing her embarrassment, asked 
the court for $100,000 to soothe her wounds. 
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HAT’S YOUR OPINION? 


HERE'S 
A CHANCE 


Ah cast INONIT 


ANT TO HAVE A HAND in put- 

ting together a national magazine? 
The editors of TAN invite you as a read- 
ato join us in producing the kind of 
magazine you like best. And, there’s 
noney in it for you! 
In this and coming issues TAN will 
carry a Personal Opinion Poll form to 
be filled out by readers. After reading 
the stories and special features in this 
September issue, turn to the form 
(which will be listed each month on 
Table of Contents Page 4 under Special 
Features) and on it indicate which 
stories you liked best and why. Also, 
you may indicate which stories you 
liked least. If you want to give addi- 
tional opinion about the magazine or 
specific stories by attaching a letter, 
you may do so. 
The Personal Opinion Poll form, ap- 
pearing on this page, is easy to fill out, 
and for the most complete and helpful 
reply we receive, we will pay first prize 
money of $10 each month. The second 
best reply will receive a $5 prize, and 
there will be five third prizes of $2 each. 
Names and hometowns of the winners 
vill be listed each month right on the 
Personal Opinion Poll form. 
Remember, the honesty, frankness and 
completeness of your opinion will be the 
key factors in your winning one of the 
cash prizes. The poll is open to every- 
ome but employees of Johnson Publish- 
ing Company, and you may enter as 
many different contests as you like. 
Entries should be mailed to TAN 
Magazine, Personal Opinion Poll, 1820 
South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, 
Illinois. The deadline for entries will be 
the first of each month following the date 
the magazine goes on sale. For instance, 
the deadline for receiving entries in the 
Personal Opinion Poll for this issue of 
TAN is September 1. That’s all there is 
loit. Just fill out the form and you are 
® your way toward winning cash. 
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PERSONAL OPINION POLL 


CASH PRIZES FOR YOUR OPINION 
FIRST PRIZE $10 SECOND PRIZE $5 
FIVE THIRD PRIZES, EACH $2 


When you have read all the stories and articles in this issue of TAN, please fill in the 
form below. In addition, you may use a letter to tell us your opinion if you need more 
space. Your opinion will help us greatly in giving you the kind of stories and features 
you like best. 





Please check the space to the left"of the one phrase which best answers the question: 


1. Did you read Is One Husband Enough? 


[]No []Partofit [All of it 
It was [[] Good [] Fair [_] Poor 
2. Did you read Behind My Husband’s Back? []No_ [ Part of it 
[] All of it Itwas[] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
3. Did you read Teen-Age Stepmother? []No_ [_] Part of it 
[] All of it Itwas[] Good [| Fair [J Poor 
4. Did you read ‘I’m No Angel’—Dinah Washington? 
[]No [] Part of it [ All of it 
It was [_] Good []Fair [] Poor 
5. Did you read Child of Violence? [] No [_] Part of it 
[] Allofit Itwas[] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
6. Did you read Why | Changed My Face—Marijorie Zinn? 
[]No- [] Part of it [] All of it 
It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
7. Did you read Spiteful Woman? [JNo ([]Partofit [All of it 
It was [[] Good ([] Fair [] Poor 


8. Did you read Young And Crazy? 
[]No [] Part of it [] All of it 
lt was [_] Good [] Fair [] Poor 





Please tell us which story you liked best in this issue, which you liked second 
best, and which you liked third best, listing them in order below. 
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The following information helps us understand our readers better. 

WI ios 6 5 e546 6 odd dah.s 402+ 9008 s0guk senses 
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Your marital status? Check one [_]single [_]married [_]divorced [_]widowed 





WINNERS WILL BE LISTED HERE EACH MONTH 





MAIL TO: TAN MAGAZINE, PERSONAL OPINION POLL, 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 
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BABY 
FEEDING 
TOO 
FAST? 


With Davol Nursers you can 
slow the flow to suit your baby’s 
feeding pace no matter how 

thin the formula. 

Just tighten collar to slow 

the flow. If baby feeds too slowly, 
loosen collar to speed flow. 
Davol Nursers won't leak. 


For free copy of 
“Baby Feeding 
Made Easier," 

write to 

Davoi Rubber Co., 

Dept. TA-7-9, 

Providence 2, R. |. 

Expecting? Please 

let us know when. 








INTO DOLLARS! 

NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 

yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
-romoted. Appraisal, info FREE from 





NORDYKE Music Publishers 
_6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif 








SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 
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QUICK “DOUBLE ACTION 
With a Dereey s Hair Cream 


ed with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
ING rOFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won 
og grooming — massaging aid. Small 
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NEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON'S COSMETICS pept.7-2, 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. __ 
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Maxine Sullivan Maria Cole Babe Wallace 
A little while back Milt Buckner, the organ master, lost his organ and { 
rest of the trio’s instruments as well when Columbus’ Club 502 went up in sme 
Later the club was lavishly put together again and none other than Milt Bucky 
engaged to play for the grand opening. Just in case the music should get a li 
too hot to handle, the new bandstand is inlaid with asbestos. 





E rroll Garner 
























Singer Maxine Sullivan has collected through the years quite a housefi 
of instruments including all types of horns, strings, an organ and accordion, all 
which she has mastered technically but never exhibited professionally. That is until 
a recent Summer Jazz Festival where she appeared for the first time as trombon ( 

















soloist. 


Now that her famous husband, Nat (King) Cole, has arrived as a straight 
dramatic actor and plans to go in for more of same, wife (Continued on Page 7\\ 


Tommy Smalls and Jayne Mansfield 
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ARL COLEMAN is a good-sounding 

baritone on the Billy Eckstine style 
who has made hits on recordings but 
was never a hit himself as a record 
artist. He has attempted twice to ride 
to fame atop disc smashes. 

In 1947, Earl made his initial bid for 
stardom on his very first recording date 
in Los Angeles. As vocalist on a Charlie 
Parker combo session at the time, he 
recorded what was then and still is a 
much-talked-about release, This /s Al- 
ways. Yet, while the side became a 
popular item, Coleman, for some unre- 
vealed reason, didn’t make it with the 
public. 

In 1950, Earl cut another disc that 
turned out to be a click with fans, 
Atlantic’s | Hadn’t Anyone Till You. 
But once more it was the recording that 
zoomed higher in popularity than did 
Coleman. He eventually faded out of the 
record picture. 

This year Coleman came back for a 


third try at becoming a hit performer 
on records. Recording for Atlantic 
again, he made some sides now avail- 
able in an LP album called “Earl Cole- 
man Returns.” A package of tasteful 
offerings, it demonstrates that Earl may 
at last be ready to capture the success 
that has eluded him on wax before. He 
really puts his best voice forward here. 

Sounding soothing tones throughout 
the six-side set, he lilts Say /t Isn’t So 
and /t’s You Or No One, soft pedals 
Social Call, Reminiscing, Come Rain Or 
Come Shine and No Love, No Nothin’. 
Behind his singing, he gets magnificent 
support from seven topflight performers 
—Hank Jones, piano; Gigi Gryce, alto; 
Art Farmer, trumpet; Shadow Wilson, 
drums; Wilbert Hogan, guitar and Oscar 
Pettiford and Wendell Marshall, bass. 
Atlantic could not have picked better 
backing to showcase the singer. 

Earl always had the vocal equipment 
and “soul” to (Continued on Page 71) 











2 ow 
Muiti-colored flowers wink 
from a black background in a 
Frederick's fabric discovery 
called Moon-giow, a richly tex- 
tured Acetate Crepe that fiat- 
ters and allures like a moon 


nesse, it leaves room for more 
appreciation than imagination! 
Zippered back. Sizes 10 to 18 

$18.98 


2553 STUNNED! 
He will be when he sees you 
in this stunningly glamorous 
sheath in shimmering acetate 
taffeta! Simple lines snare 
your every curve right down 
to torrid little fishtail flounce. 
A sensational creation at a 
sensationally low price. Black, 
Red or Pacific Blue. Sizes 7 
Pr ‘ . $12.98 


22515 BATE MAKER 

To be scheduled on heavy date 
nights! Curve-catching sheath 
in luxurious 100% Wool Jer- 
sey, classically designed to 
wear many faces with a quick 
change of scarf or jewelry! 
its elegant simplicity makes 
you the featured player. Lined 
rump keeps you in spotlight 
shape! Gala , Azure Biue, 
or Black. Sizes 10 7 te 


22346 NAUGHTY SWEETHEART 
There’s naughty sophistication 
coming and going in this exotic 
curve-hugging ath. Sweet- 
heart neck. the back’s the 
thing with its huge diamond 
cut-out revealing smooth bare- 
ness that will catch all eyes. 
Daring 9-inch slit at hem. 
Rayon and Acetate Linen. Black, 
Spring White, Aqua Blue. Size 
10 te 18 ............ $0088 


iss? 1490 N. Caheenga Bivd. (r=) 


Hollywood 28, Califernia 














—< 2256 @ $18.98 Size 
om #553 @ $12.98 Size _ ist Color __ 2nd 
#2515 @ $19.98 Size 1st Color 2nd _ 
a #2346 @ $19.98 Size ist Color 2nd __ 
“a CO Lenciose payment () Send C.0.0. 
o (No C 0.0. without $1 deposit on each item) 
— Name 
Address 
City Zone____ State. 
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All it took was a telephone 


call to link a flaming past to a 


glorious future. When Jackie 


called me, I went to him, a 
little too readily and a little 


too willing 


HE EGG-SMEARED DISHES and cocoa-stained cups sprawled over the kitchen 
sink in a hopeless and forbidding mess. Upstairs, the three bedrooms were a 
horror, and in the living room, a thin, dulling layer of dust had settled across the 
worn furniture. To catch a firm grip on my sanity, I collapsed into a kitchen chair 
and tightly closed my eyes to the home that was my husband’s castle but my prison. 
The last few days had not been easy. Freddie and Adrian had just ended a bout 
with the measles, and our youngest child, Sandy, had brought home from nursery 
school a cold, which he promptly passed on to me. And as if handling three sick chil- 
dren and the sniffles weren’t enough, Carl had been home from the post office three 
days. Having him underfoot was like having another child. Carl had his good points 
as a husband—he was a good provider and a handy repairman—but when it came to 
helping out with the children or being able to manage his own meals in the kitchen, 
he was a complete bust. 

He’s such a bust in so many ways, | said to myself, thinking of those nights when, 
finding nothing that needed working on around the house, Carl settled comfortably 
in a chair before the television set and, with a newspaper in his lap, managed to get 
through the entire evening without saying more than twenty words. How long had 
it been since we had a night out? A month? Six weeks? Six months? I couldn’t 
remember. Perhaps this was just another, less insufferable sign of his creeping age. 
There was another: the nights when he did not go immediately to sleep; the nights 
when he reached for me in the darkness, and what had once been a tender, awesome 
expression of love became another part of the drudging routine of marriage. I had 
endured eight years of it, and all I had to show for it was a tired husband, three 
kids and a house that would fall to pieces before the mortgage was paid. 

The ring of the telephone in the silent house startled me. It would be Carl’s mother, 
calling to ask about the children, or perhaps somebody to politely remind me of an 
overdue bill. Almost no one else called so early in the morning. 

“Hello, Eleanor?” the voice on the other end asked. “Is this Eleanor Jackson?” 

I was too surprised to answer at once. The voice, strong and virile, had a familiar 
ring. And Eleanor Jackson was my maiden name. Nobody had called me that in 
years! 

“Yes,” I said hesitantly. “This is Eleanor.” 

“Well, sit down, honey, so the shock won’t floor you. This is—” 

“Jack!” I cut in with a yell of delight, suddenly recognizing the voice. “Jack 
Stubbs! Where are you?” 

“I’m right here in town, doll. Practically on your doorstep.” 

“You can’t be. Not really. Why, Jack, it’s been years and years,” | said. 

“It’s been far too long, I know that,” Jack laughed. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked. 

“Just in town on business for a few days. Look, Eleanor, it’s.so wonderful to talk 
to you. When can I see you?” 


HUSBAND'S BACK 

















‘Why, I—I don’t know,” I said breath- 
lessly, wishing that I did not suddenly 
feel so warm and flustered. “Anytime, 
Jack, anytime I suppose.” 

Okay, listen. I’ve got to rush off for 
an appointment. But I’m staying at the 
Carlton Hotel. As soon as I get my 
schedule lined up, Pll call you back and 
we can figure on getting together. 
Okay ?” 

Yes—yes, fine,” | answered. He hung 
up 

lack Stubbs! After all these years. I 
sat down numbly. An unexpected tele- 
phone call in the mid-hours of the morn- 
ing had suddenly cut through the gray 
clouds of the last eight years, sweeping 
me back instantly and pleasantly to the 
days that I recalled as the happiest in 
back to the football games and 
the bonfires and the dances in the college 
gym; back to those days of my first, 
gloriously sweet love—Jack Stubbs, the 
man I had always thought I would 


my lite 


marry 





Aunt Carrie, saying Mother and Daddy 
had been killed by a hit-and-run driver 
on a Sunday night while leaving church. 
Daddy apparently could have escaped in- 
jury, I learned later, but he had thrown 
himself in front of Mother in a futile 
and fatal attempt to save her. 

Everything ended for me when they 
died. I could not bear the town that had 
once been home. Nor could I go on with 
my plans for graduation. There was some 
insurance money, more than enough to 
cover the brief remainder of my college 
expenses. But I was unable to concen- 
trate anymore. Besides, a great deal of 
the satisfaction in graduation was seeing 
the proud look on your parents’ faces. 
With them gone, it didn’t seem to mat- 
ter. 

Still, I had to go on living. The best 
place for me, under the circumstances, 
seemed to be St. Louis. Because it was 
near the college I had attended, a large 
number of the students was from there, 
and I had visited the town on weekends 


Married life with Carl wasn’t all orange blossoms and 


pink clouds. That’s why I was so eager when another 


man came along, especially this man 


But it had not turned out that way. 
We had enjoyed the fun and laughter 
and carefree days, but near the end we 
had argued. | suppose I was jealous; 


jealous of Jack’s attractiveness to other 


girls. And Jack had grown impatient; 
impatient for proof of my love. Refusing 
him was not easy. I yearned for him, 
for the tenderness of his kisses, the 
warmth of his arms, his total and com- 


But I had believed that mar- 


riage was the sum total of love, and that 


plete love 


the place for the consummation of that 
love was in marriage. And so, when Jack 
graduated in January, he had gone off to 
serve with the army in Korea without 
say ing goodbye. 

There was much to take my mind off 
my broken romance. My frequent dates 
with Jack had not done my studies any 
good, and if I were to finish college with 
honors that spring, there was much bon- 
ing up | had to do. So I plunged into 
my books 

And then the wire came, the one from 
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and on holidays with girl friends. It was 
the best city I could think of for home- 
away-from-home. 

Getting a job was not difficult. Since 
I was only a few months short of a de- 
gree in business administration, an in- 
surance firm where I applied for work 
was quick to snap me up for its book- 
keeping department. 

My housing requirements were simple. 
I chose a nicely furnished room in the 
home of a kindly widow, having rejected 
my first idea to stay in the YWCA be- 
cause it would be too much like the dor- 
mitory life I had led for three years. I 
guess I secretly yearned for the home 
life I felt I would never really have again. 

During the first few weeks, when I was 
learning my job, I was able much of the 
time to keep from feeling sorry for my- 
self. But there were times, even then, 
when I could not hold back the flood of 
tears. I had lost everything: Mother, Fa- 
ther, even Jack. Everything I had loved 
had been swept away from me within a 





month, and I felt so alone. 

Loneliness became my arch enemy. It 
crept in on silent cat paws in the dead 
of night and held its quiet vigil by my 
bed. Many nights, long after I had cried 
myself to sleep, it stole into my subcon- 
scious, causing me to jump suddenly 
awake. I was thankful when the morning 
came, when it was necessary for me to 
plunge into the activity of a new day. Ac- 
tivity—that was my sole weapon against 
the enemy that was plaguing me. 

Yet, at the end of a working day, 
activity was a weapon I refused to use. | 
declined office invitations to movies, par- 
ties, weekend picnics or Sunday visits. I 
would be at a loss for conversation on 
such occasions, for I refused to unload 
the ever-present burdens of my tragedy 
upon others. 

Only my landlady, Mrs. Nelson, knew 
what had happened to my parents and, 
gentle, wise soul that she was, she re- 
spected my privacy, leaving my wounds 
to the great healing power of time. 

And with the passage of time, Mrs. 
Nelson tried more and more to draw me 
out of my room in the evenings; to look 
at television or to watch the antics of her 
pet parakeet. Such visits, of course, led 
to conversation, all of which was in- 
tended to keep my mind off my loneli- 
ness. 

I had lived in Mrs. Nelson’s home for 
three months before I met her other 
roomer, Carl Mason. 

“You know, it’s a funny thing,” Mrs. 
Nelson said that Saturday morning she 
had lured me out of my room to have 
breakfast with her. “This is one of the 
few times that you and Carl have ever 
been under this roof at the same time, 
with him working nights at the post office 
and all.” 

I looked into the rugged face—now 
covered with an easy smile—of the man 
standing in the doorway. “Isn’t it a bit 
strange, working all night and sleeping 
all day, Mr. Mason?” I asked. 

“A little bit at first, I suppose,” he 
answered. “But now I like it that way. 
Nights are quieter. There isn’t as much 
hustle and bustle with everybody in a 
hurry, everybody trying to get ahead of 
the other fellow. The night is really a 
time when a guy can get to know him- 
self.” 

I had asked the question merely to 
make conversation, but I was surprised 
at the seriousness in Carl’s voice when 
he answered. Here is a man, I thought, 
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who is really trying to make his peace 
with the world. 

That was what I needed so badly; to 
make peace with a world that had dealt 
me nothing but heartache and loneliness ; 
a world that had cheated me of the hap- 
piness and the warmth of love and fam- 
ily. I must make peace with it if I were 
to go on living in it. 

“Carl is full of philosophy,” Mrs. Nel- 
son was saying. “You should really get 
him started sometime.” 

He laughed with 
“She’s just trying to say in a nice way 
that I talk too much,” he said with a grin. 

“Don’t be silly,” Mrs. Nelson shushed. 
“Now sit down and have some break- 
fast.” 

“No thanks,” Carl said. “I ate on the 
way home.” 

“What a waste of money,” Mrs. Nel- 
son declared. “And I’m sure the cook- 
ing wasn’t as good as mine.” 

“You're right,” Carl said, leaning 


embarrassment. 


down and kissing her on the cheek. “It 
wasn’t.” 

Mrs. Nelson almost blushed. “Well, 
that hasn’t happened to me since heaven 
knows when. Just for that, young man, 
consider yourself invited to Sunday din- 
ner tomorrow.” 

Carl’s face lit up like a small boy’s 
when cookies come out of the oven. “It’s 
a deal!” he said. “I’ve got the next three 
days off anyway, so I can get a long sleep 
and be up early.” 

“Fine,” Mrs. Nelson said, and then 
looking quickly to me, “Eleanor, you'll 
be here, of course.” 

“Well, really, Mrs. Nelson,” I sput- 
tered, “I—I have a few things to do in 
my room and I just thought—” 

“Nonsense!” she cut in. “You haven’t 
a thing to do. Besides, if you won’t have 
dinner with us, then Carl’s invitation is 
cancelled. I’m a respectable lady and | 
won’t have dinner alone in a house with 
a man without a chaperone.” 

“Oh, really Mrs. Nelson!” I laughed. 

“I think she means it,” Carl grinned. 
“And you wouldn’t want me to miss that 
meal, would you?” 

“No, I wouldn’t,” I told him. 


UNDAY DINNER with the relaxed 
friendship of Mrs. Nelson and Carl 
Mason was the most pleasant experience 
I could remember in nearly a year. Carl 


was not a witty or sparkling conversa- 
tionalist, and if he had been, I think I 
would have dismissed him entirely from 


my mind as just another man. But, in- 
stead, I was drawn by his easy, thought- 
ful way of speaking, almost as if he 
weighed everything he said. Still, he was 
quick to laugh and showed a fine humor. 

After that, it took only a little prod- 
ding from Mrs. Nelson to get Carl and 
me together whenever our usually diverse 
hours permitted. He seemed to offer the 
quiet companionship I needed, and he 
was able to attune his manner to my 
moods. When I felt the need for cheer- 
ing up, he would suggest a movie or per- 
haps a little jazz music, or maybe we 
would just go on a romp in Forest Park. 
when I did not 
choose to have my moods washed away 


On other occasions, 


in gaiety, Carl was the thoughtful, quiet 
companion, sharing the mood but dis- 
pelling the loneliness. 

And the day came, as I had begun to 
feel it would, when Carl asked me to 
marry him. I knew that he had wanted 
to ask me sooner, but had waited pa- 
tiently, letting our friendship mature. 
Still, 1 did not feel ready to marry. I 
But wait for what? 
There was nothing in my present and 


wanted to wait. 


nothing in my future. Even now, the 
companionship of Mrs. Nelson and Carl 
was all I had, all I desired. Had I not 
grown to long for the evenings that Carl 
and | could spend together? At thirty, 
he was eight years older than I, but that, 
I felt, was desirable. He had the matur- 
ity and stability I thought necessary for 
my frame of mind. 

And so we were married, and our first 
marital problem was where to spend the 
wedding night. Carl had planned on our 
going to a hotel. 

“But what about Mrs. Nelson?” I pro- 
tested. “After all, she fairly engineered 
this marriage. I think she will feel a little 
hurt if we don’t spend the first night of 





our honeymoon in her house.” 

“We will spend enough time in it after 
we are married,” Carl said. “There’s 
only one place for newlyweds, and that’s 
as far away as possible from everybody 
they know.” 

Mrs. Nelson solved our dilemma her- 
self, knowing how obligated to her we 
felt. 

“I don’t intend to be kept awake all 
night by your billing and cooing,” she 
said with gentle sharpness. “Get your- 
selves out of here on a real honeymoon.” 

We did, taking a long, four-day week- 
end from our jobs. Alone in our hotel 
room that first night with Carl, I was 
more sure than ever that I had done the 
right thing; more grateful than ever for 
his gentle understanding. Love-making 
had never really been a part of our 
friendship, and now, on our wedding 
night, I approached it with disturbing 
disinterest. But Carl’s tenderness and 
patience increased my gratitude to him 
and sparked my own passion into flame. 
I gave myself to him with grateful en- 
thusiasm. 

Living at Mrs. Nelson’s after the hon- 
eymoon had been only a temporary ar- 
rangement until we could afford a place 
of our own. A year later, we moved out 
into a brand new house, and the fresh 
challenges of our life together were ex- 
citing and gratifying. 

The house at first had seemed like a 
mansion for just Carl and me, and when 
Freddie was born a year later, we turned 
a whole room into a nursery. By the 
time our third child came, the house was 
crowded and inadequate. Our expenses 
had increased faster than Carl’s salary, 
and the battle of the budget had become 
a never-ending conflict. 

And somewhere along the road that 
we had spent (Continued on Page 54) 
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“You're not my mother,” she declared with 
a toss of her head, “and I'll never call you 
that, no matter what Daddy says.” 








There hadn’t been anybody around to dish out the 


tender, loving care when I was growing up. Still, here I 


was at 18, trying to be a mother to an eight-year-old kid 


who wasn’t really mine. What’s more, she didn’t 


want me any more than I wanted her 


ALK ABOUT JUMPING from the frying pan into 

the fire! That’s exactly what I did when I married 
Elmo Rogers, a man who was ten years older than I. | 
was barely eighteen at the time and that would have 
been bad enough. I realize now. But to make matters 
worse, he had an eight-year-old daughter who came to 
live with us shortly after we got married. 

Yet, there was nothing else for me to do but marry 
Elmo, not only because | was carrying his baby, but 
because it was the only way out of the life of misery 
I’d suffered for as far back as | could remember. My 
earliest recollection was of the icy reception I got from 
“Aunt” Callie when I was deposited at her door, a 
skinny, runny-nosed kid of five. My parents had been 
killed in an auto accident near Waycross, Georgia 
deliberately run off the road by a carload of KKKers, 
some people said. 

Callie wasn’t really my aunt, just a distant relative 
of my mother’s, who reluctantly agreed to take me in. 
She ran a “good time” house on the waterfront near 
Peoria, Illinois, and was too busy with her customers 
to have time for a raggedy orphan she’d never seen 
before. 

And was she mean! Aunt Callie could cuss like a 
dock hand and she was so tight with her money that 
people swore she had the very dollar she took in for the 


first pint of rot-gut she ever sold. A dock worker with 
a pocketful of money could get practically anything at 
Aunt Callie’s—food, liquor, both store-bought and 
homemade, and a game of blackjack, poker or Georgia 
skin. She had girls who dropped in on weekends to 
keep the men company and help relieve them of 
their pay. 

“Well, now that you’re here, you’re gonna earn your 
keep, sister,” Callie said when I arrived. 

“My name is Christine,” I piped up. 

She never bothered to say my entire name, but called 
me “Teen,” and she really put me to work. I had to 
help her cook food on Saturday mornings, help serve 
the “guests,” then clean up after the last drunk had 
been shoved out the door. 

My days were filled with the sordid scenes I witnessed 
and my nights were one nightmare after another. 
I didn’t start school until I was eight years old because 
I hadn’t been born in the state and the authorities 
didn’t even know of my existence until the time Aunt 
Callie’s place got raided. Then they made her send 
me to school. 

When I grew old enough, I tried to find some way to 
escape from my awful surroundings. But there was 
nowhere to go. Everyone in town knew where I came 
from and no one would give me a chance to better 

















So when Elmo came along, he 


myself. 
seemed like a way out for me. He was 
more than that. He was the first real 
friend I ever had, and the first man who 
didn’t try to make me go to bed with 
him the first time he laid eyes on me. 

| was all of 15 when Callie decided 
that | should help her girls entertain the 
men who came there. By the time I met 
Elmo, | knew as much about life as a 
full grown woman, although I was not 
quite 18 then. The first time he came 
he seemed out of place there and sat 
quietly on the couch while his buddies 
whooped it up. 

Callie called me out into the kitchen 
and told me to get to work on the new 
fellow. So I retouched my makeup and 





walked over to him. “Hello,” I said. 
“What're you drinking?” 
He started to get to his feet but I put 


my hand on his shoulder and pushed him 
back. “I don’t know. I'll have the same 
thing you’re having,” he replied, study- 
ing me with frank admiration. 

“Good deal.” I called to one of the 


girls 
here.” 

Elmo stared at me. “You’re not going 
to drink that, are you?” he asked in- 
credulously. 

He sounded so shocked I had to laugh. 
To tell you the truth, no,” I told him. “I 
don’t drink, but I’m supposed to make 
you buy as many drinks as I can.” 

“Can you—will you talk to me?” he 
asked hesitantly. 


“Two bourbons and ginger ale 


\s long as you keep buying, I’ll keep 
I said. 

We talked a long time that night, 
about his wife who had died 
several years before. The next weekend, 
Elmo came again, and again we talked. 
Soon, we became good friends, especially 
since he didn’t seem to be after what all 
the other men were trying to get out 
of a girl. 


listening,” 


mainly 


“T don’t believe in playing around, 
Christine,” he explained one night. “I 
still respect the memory of my wife. I’m 
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not sure I’ll ever fall in love again.” 

His words were like a knife twisting 
in my heart. For he had been so kind, so 
considerate of me that I had fallen for 
him head over heels. I had heard the 
older girls talk about their experiences 
with men and how they used their 
charms to get what they wanted out of 
them. 

I decided to use their method to make 
Elmo like me a little. I was too young 
and too green to know what | was start- 
ing. But even if I had known, I don’t 
think it would have made any difference. 
Elmo was my man and | was out to get 
him. In my dreams, it was he who gave 
me the love I was starved for and took 
me away with him. 


It was an easy matter, one night when 
Callie was out visiting, to invite Elmo 
over. He still talked quite a bit about his 
dead wife whenever we were together, 
but seeing me that night in a gown I’d 
borrowed from one of the girls that 
showed my figure off to best advantage 
was an eye-opener for him. 

“Say! You’re beautiful,” he exclaimed 
when he saw me. “And— and grown 


up. 

Later, he learned how grown up I 
really was. I shamelessly used all the 
tricks I’d heard about to arouse him and 
get him to make love to me. And once 
his emotions were stirred, there was no 
turning back. In my own mind, at least, 
I was Elmo’s wife after that night of 
love. 


OR THE NEXT two months Elmo 

and I were very close. I was deliri- 
ously happy and I felt it was only a 
matter of time before he would take me 
away from Callie’s. Then I discovered 
I was pregnant, and my whole world 
seemed to collapse. When I told Elmo, 
he quickly asked me to marry him. 

“I would have asked you before, 
Christine,” he said soberly, “but there’s 
something I haven’t told you yet.” 

My heart sank. “What— what is it, 


darling?” | asked fearfully. 

He pulled me down beside him and 
said, “You see, I have a little girl eight 
years old. She lives with my wife’s 
folks.” 

I sighed with relief. “Is that all?” | 
laughed. “Oh, darling, if she’s anything 
like you, I’m sure she’s a doll.” 

“To tell the truth, she’s more like her 
mother,” Elmo said. “I’ve always prom- 
ised her that she could come and live 
with me. Now that she’s going to have 
a stepmother— would you 
sweet?” 

This was something | hadn’t counted 
on, but I was too happy to raise any 
objections. In fact, it sounded like a 
wonderful idea. “I’m sure we'll be very 
happy together— all three of us,” I told 
him. 


mind, 


I realize now that my youth and inex- 
perience made me confident I could face 
the problem of Sally, Elmo’s little girl. 
I did know that from the first time I met 
her, soon after Elmo and | were married, 
she was a very spoiled and difficult child. 
Our first clash came when Elmo intro- 
duced me as her new mother. 

“You’re not my mother,” she declared 
with a toss of her head, “and I'll never 
call you that, no matter what Daddy 
says.” 

Later, Elmo took me in his arms and 
said soothingly, “It'll take her some time 
to get used to you, darling. Please be 
patient.” 

I honestly tried to be patient with 
her, even when she deliberately did nasty 
little things to upset me. But she was 
very clever about it. She never did any- 
thing when her father was around. Then, 
she was a little angel. 

Sally constantly talked about how 
wonderful her life had been with her 
mother’s relatives, making me feel that 
somehow I was mistreating her. Still, I 
kept trying hard to win her over. 
I forced myself to control my temper 
whenever she angered me and many a 
time I had to bite my lips to keep from 
complaining to Elmo. 

As far as he was concerned, every- 
thing was going along wonderfully well. 
He’d come home from work and play 
with Sally, practically ignoring me. | 
tried to tell myself that it had been a 
long time since they had been together 
and that things would eventually settle 
down into a normal routine. But I grew 
impatient. There I was, heavy with 
Elmo’s child and yearning for all the 
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affection I could get, and he was spend- 
ing all his spare time with Sally. 

But things got even worse. I remem- 
ber the first time Elmo ever spoke 
harshly to me. Sally had come in that 
afternoon with a huge, dripping ice 
cream cone in each hand. She wandered 
into the living room, dripping the melt- 
ing ice cream all over my new slip covers. 
When I spoke to her about it, she poked 
out her mouth and sulked. 

A short time later, the tinkle of the 
bell on an ice cream cart outside sent 
her bounding into the kitchen where | 
was trying to fix dinner. 

“I wanna ice cream cone,” she an- 
nounced. 

“But you’ve had two already, Sally,” 
[told her. “You'll spoil your appetite.” 

“I don’t care!” she shouted. “You 
buy me a cone.” 

“I most certainly will not, young 
lady,” I said firmly. “Especially not 
when you talk like that.” 

She stamped her foot. “I'll talk any 
way I like,” she shrieked. “And besides, 
I’m gonna tell my Daddy on you.” 


HAT EVENING, she did not meet 

Elmo at the door as usual, so he 
went into her room to find her. A few 
minutes later he came out, his face 
grimly set. “Sally tells me you wouldn’t 
let her have some ice cream today,” he 
said accusingly. 

Maybe it was the tone of his voice, or 
maybe I was just weary of the constant 
battle trying to put up with Sally’s be- 
havior. At any rate, I silently vowed not 
to try to defend myself by going into a 
long explanation. “The child needs some 
disciplining, darling,” I said evenly. “I 
just didn’t think she needed the ice cream 
then.” 

He frowned. “Sally says—” 

“Sally says!” I cut in. “Why didn’t 
you ask me what happened? I’m sick 
and tired of always apologizing for 
what I say and do!” 

Elmo came back with a sharp reply 
and one word led to another until we 
were on the verge of a quarrel. I turned 
on my heel and went into the bedroom. 
“You’ll find your dinner on the stove,” 
I said over my shoulder as I shut the 
door. 

Later, Elmo apologized for raising his 
voice. As he held me in his arms, I de- 
cided to make an effort to solve a diffi- 
cult problem and save our marriage. 
“Sally keeps talking about how nice 


things were, how happy she was be- 
fore—” I began. 

I felt him stiffen. “Yes?” 

“Well, I was thinking, maybe she’d 
like to go back there,” I said. 

Elmo’s voice was hard. “You mean 
you'd like her to go back there,” he said. 
“Well, you can throw it out of your 
mind. Sally stays here.” 

After that, I tried to make the best of 
things. I even tried to talk to Sally, ex- 
plain that I wanted to be her friend. But 
I guess I wasn’t patient enough or wise 
enough to say the right things. It was 
like talking to a wooden doll. She’d 
listen, then go off and do as she pleased. 

Meanwhile, my body was growing 
larger and more unwieldy as time for 
the baby to arrive drew near. I became 
more irritable and had moods of depres- 
It seemed to me that Elmo was 
neglecting me, and I secretly blamed 
Sally. 
things for the baby when Sally came up. 

“Whatcha doing?” she asked. 


“Making some things for the new 


sion. 


One day I was knitting some 


baby,” I explained. “Pretty soon you'll 
have a baby brother or sister. Won’t that 
be nice?” 

“No!” 

Shocked, I looked up into her con- 
torted face. “What did you say?” I de- 
manded. 

“Your baby won’t be no kin to me,” 
Sally shouted. “I don’t want any baby 
brother or sister from you.” 

I sat there shaking with rage, not 
trusting myself to speak. I don’t know 
what I would have said or done if she 
hadn’t turned and skipped across the 
room and outdoors. 

A short time later, I was about to 
prepare dinner, when Elmo called and 
said he had 
wouldn’t be home until late. As I turned 
away from the telephone, I noticed Sally 


to work overtime and 


at my sewing basket, gleefully un- 
ravelling the piece I had been knitting. 
A blind rage came over me. 

“Stop that!” I yelled, rushing over to 
her. “You little devil!” I said, grabbing 
her by the arm and shaking her. “Just 
look what you’ve done.” 

“T don’t care,” she spat. “I don’t care, 
I don’t care!” 

The instant my hand lashed out and 
slapped her I was sorry. But before I 
could put my arm around her she ran 
Suddenly I was 
drained of all strength. Everything 
seemed so hopeless. And now that I 


screaming outside. 


had struck her, Sally would build the 
incident up into a big tale to tell her 
father, then Elmo and I would have 
another quarrel. Somehow, I managed 
to drag myself into the bedroom and 
fell exhausted across the bed. 

This is it! I told myself. Now Elmo 
has got to decide between me and Sally. 
I fell asleep thinking about it. 


MUST have slept for a long time, 

because when I| woke up it was dark 
and the house was strangely quiet. 
“Sally!” I called out. But there was no 
answer. I got up and went through the 
house looking for her. She was nowhere 
to be found. 

As time went on I became more 
worried. Finally, | threw a coat around 
my shoulders and went outside to look 
for her. A drizzling rain was falling and 
the wind cut through my thin dress. I 
kept calling her name as | went through 
the darkened streets, but there was no 
answer. 

After wandering aimlessly through the 
neighborhood, I finally found myself 
down near the railroad yard. It was 
seldom used, and the children had 
knocked a hole in the high fence that 
surrounded the tracks. Perhaps Sally 
was somewhere inside. I almost fainted 
from the pain as I bent down to crawl 
through the small opening in the fence. 

Once, I slipped on the loose gravel, 
and another time I twisted my ankle as 
I tripped over a half-buried rail. All at 
once, out of the darkness I heard a faint 
cry. I made my way toward the sound 
and almost stumbled over a small form 
lying on the track. 

“Sally!” I cried out in genuine relief. 
I reached down and took her hand to 
pull her up, but a sharp cry of pain 
burst from her lips. Peering closer, I 
saw that her foot had become wedged 
in the converging rails of an old switch. 
I knelt down, ignoring the stones that 
cut into my knees, and tried to loosen 
her shoe, but it was no use. The rain 
made the leather slippery and my fingers 
too numb. 

Finally, I went to the lever that 
operated the switch and tried to turn 
it. But it wouldn’t budge. From some- 
where down the track a whistle tore 
through the night and panic gripped me. 
Although the yards were abandoned, 
there was a remote possibility that there 
was a switch engine running on the 
(Continued on Page 61) 


21 


tracks. 




















\ song title, five husbands and a few 


feuds have brought blues singer Dinah 


Washington reputation as an ‘Evil Gal.’ 
Is it so? 


UT OF THE CHICAGO slums in the late 1930s strutted 
a gawky, bright-eyed girl of 14 named Ruth Lee Jones. 
She was unsophisticated, unhepped and unsung, but she 
ad a song to sing. 
foday, that young girl is Dinah Washington, at 33 a 
aster weaver of spine-tingling musical tales, broader of 
» and older by nearly 20 years than the little girl who 
ive new meaning to the blues—in the back alley dives. 
inder the elevated trains, somewhere along all the 35th 
Streets of the South Side. 
But in her bittersweet rise to “Queen of the juke boxes” 
omething went wrong. Dinah got a bad name and she 
hinks she knows when that was: “It was right after | 
corded Evil Gal Blues with Lionel Hampton on Decca,” 
recalled. “I remember a man coming to me after he 
id heard that record. After we chatted awhile, he told 
» he was surprised to find me a nice person, because, he 








Dressing for night’s engagement, 
Dinah wonders if audience will 
be “little people” or highbrows. 
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ning own gown, Dinah shows no scorn 


menial work. Despite success, she still 


lentifies herself with hard-working class. 





th 


Showing box of chocolates that could have 
cost her life, Dinah tells Los Angeles 
policeman she doesn’t know who sent it. 


Dinah has healthy contempt for ‘so-called socialites,’ 
finds her greatest joy in singing for people who pay 
their admission with hard-earned money tied up in 


handkerchiefs 


d ‘nobody could sing that song with 
much soul unless they were that 

| was typed from then on,” she 
ed. “But don’t get me wrong,” she 
ckly added: “I know I’m no angel.” 
know I’m no angel,” repeated 
uh, who has sued and been sued, 
loved and lost 
thinks she has 
y found the one for whom she’s 


and been beaten, 


times and now 


rched a lifetime. Dinah, a singer of 


efits, a soft touch for her friends, a 
icipator in brawls, who twice 
ed off in high-powered cars down 
straightway to death, only to detour 
iambles, refusing to keep that in- 
table date. Dinah, a lover and vocal 
one of the greatest night club 
vements since the installation of 
Ceaaeee No angel,” 
brave little girl who stepped out 


summer afternoon and began a trip 


vall telephone. 


gh a vicious jungle of has-beens 
mniving agents, broken promises 
lreams too, great recordings and 
»yyalties, hipsters and hustlers, lack 
rk and short rations, to find a 
in the entertainment sun. 

night in a St. Louis showbar 
il years ago, Miss D or “Queenie” 

is known to her close friends, 


was having an enjoyable early morn- 
ing get together after a long hard per- 
“There this 
standing there scowling at me and God 


formance. was woman 
knows | hadn’t done anything to her. 
I invited her to join us, have some fun. 
| wasn’t mad at anyone. But she turned 
to the waiter and said: ‘Give her a 
drink so she’ll know how it feels to 
drink with a lady.’ It was a cruel thing 
to say and it hurt. So when the drink 
came | conked her on the head with it. 
She was no lady.” 

A seasoned performer with a world 
of experience behind her, buxom Dinah 
has never quite been able to under- 
stand why people say mean things or 
are deliberately rude, she has never ac- 
cepted it, but she has learned to repay 
in kind. She feels that the so-called 
socialites and the rich are the most 
guilty of that practice. “I don’t like 
them, of them 
bunch of phonies,” she said recently. 


because most are a 
“I don’t even like to sing for them. 
They come in and talk loud while 
you're trying to sing, and think they’ve 
got the right to get familiar or push 
you around.” Not even a whopping 
$100,000-a-year career make 


Dinah lose her identification with the 


can 





Teaming with singer Billy Daniels, Dinah 
demonstrates finger-popping song style 
that won her title of Queen of the blues. 


so-called “little people” from whence 
she came, her friends for whom she'd 
rather sing. 

“I’m happiest when I’m singing for 
people who pay $1.25 in hard earned 
nickels and dimes and quarters tied in 
the end of a dirty handkerchief or 
given from a sweaty grimmy hand be 
cause | feel these people want to hear 
me sing. These people I never want 
to let down, because they appreciate the 
things I’m singing.” 

Because of her independence and 
outspoken views, or as she puts it: “l 
tell the truth but people don’t want to 
hear it,” she has made a gross of 
enemies among the press and among 
the “highbrows.” Once in _ Detroit, 
Dinah was invited to one of the fabu- 
lous parties of Prophet Jones when he 
was living high on the hog. Flipping 
her mink to the butler, the singer wail: 
ed for the “Prophet” to come down and 
meet the guests. After an hour Dinah 
told a scurrying secretary: “You go tel 
the ‘Prophet’ that the Queen is on the 
scene.” When he still did not come 
down in what Dinah considered a rea- 
sonable time—another hour—Dinah 
exploded: “The Queen waits for no 
And with that she strode out! 
of his castle. 

Yet, for every bad tale wedged into 
headlines across the nation, publicizing 
new Washingtonian  mischiel, 
there are a myriad of stories that nevet 
reach the press, a side of Dinah thal 


man.” 


some 








Gaggin, 
wood st 
er Hart 


few ha 
musicié 
“Queer 
and, w 
but Pr 
who he 
borrow 
don’t « 
dom r 
around 
songs 1 
ford B 
them — 
“But 
impish 
people 
I sang 
lovers 
that s¢ 
togethe 
It is 
much | 
self we 
“On 
son I s 
becaus 
think 
happy, 
Chamk 
don’t 
that’s 
happin 
“But 


unhapy 
have | 
and |’ 
always 





Gagging around a piano during Holly- 
wood stint, Dinah is flanked by bandlead- 
er Harry James (l.) and Mickey Rooney. 


few have seen. Like the out-of-work 
musicians who come to her and say: 
“Queenie, I ain’t got a gig right now 
and, well like you know, my rents due 
but I’m not with it.” And even to those 
who have later said, “I don’t remember 
borrowing,” or sometimes, “Girl, | 
don’t owe you nothing,” she has sel- 
dom refused them on the second go 
around. Or like the time she sang love 
songs for the late great trumpeter Clif- 
ford Brown and his wife, and brought 
them back together after a quarrel. 

“But I am happiest,” she says, her 
impish eyes no longer impish, “when 
people tell me that one of the songs 
I sang was ‘our song,’ or when two 
lovers or a husband and wife tell me 
that something I sang brought them 
together or helped them to fall in love.” 

It is ironic that Dinah has done so 
much to promote love, which she her- 
self was denied so long. 

“Once someone asked me if the rea- 
son | sang with so much feeling wasn’t 
because I was so unhappy. But I don’t 
think that is so. I am happy, very 
happy, now with my husband, Eddie 
Chamblee, and because I’m happy | 
don’t think I have lost any soul, if 
that’s what you want to call it. I think 
happiness has helped me.” 

“But I don’t think I’ve had anymore 
unhappiness than most people, there 
have been good times and bad times 
and I’ve met good people to whom I'll 
always be (Continued on Page 58) 
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Relaxing backstage between shows, Dinah plays cards with bandsmen. A soft touch for 
a sob story despite her brassy exterior, Dinah has often found that her generosity to fel- 


low entertainers who are down on their luck has only netted her an uncollectible debt. 
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Straightening tie for her fifth husband, saxophonist Eddie Chamblee, Dinah shows wifely 
devotion before pair go on stage. They travel together as musical unit and plan to record 
together, but both claim a desire to one day leave the bright lights of show business. 
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The terrible secret I had 

learned at 14 had remained 

to haunt me on my wedding 
night 


Vic CAME striding out the bath- 
room. His clear, brown skin was glow- 
ing with the boyish flush he always had 
whenever he was excited or just after 
he had scrubbed his face hard. He 
looked so appealingly boyish in those 
ridiculous red and gray pajamas I’d 
bought on an impulse last Christmas. 
What a handsome husband | had, I 
thought as he stood, back to me, facing 
the mirror, sort of inspecting himself 
just before he turned out the light. 

I heard the switch snapping the room 


into blackness and the bed protested as 
he swung into it and reached over to 
hold me in his arms. I lay, trembling, 
the old, fearful emotion building back 
up inside of me like water seeping into 
a newly-dug ditch. Vic’s lips were 
warm on my ear, his arms tightening 
about me. Tightening—like a cunning 
trap. 

I tried not to do it. I tried with all 
my heart and soul. But it wasn’t any 
good trying. I just had to let loose, 
just lost control. I screamed. It was 
only a small scream, but it sounded 
piercing and terrible in the dark in- 
timacy in our bedroom. 

The loving arms went limp. There 
was a poignant pause. Then Vic 
switched on the bed lamp and sat up. 











Vic was wondering again—wonder- 
ing if I really loved him as he loved 
me. He had every reason to wonder. 














How could I melt in the arms 

of any man and give him my 

love? How could I, knowing 

what had happened to 
Mother? 


looking down at me with grave eyes. 

“You haven’t done that in a long 
time, sweetheart,” he told me tenderly. 
There was a world of care in his eyes 

a world of concern. All the same, I 
could see the shadows coming back into 
them. The shadows of reproach and 
doubt. Vic was wondering again, 
wondering if I really loved him as he 
loved me, completely and intensely. He 
had every reason to wonder. 

| was sobbing hard. The broken 
words which I had rehearsed silently 
now for several days came forth. 

“It’s not working, Vic,” I told him. 

No matter what we do to pretend it’s 
working, it’s not. I want to go away, 
darling. Oh, not for good—just to 
think—just for a while. I want to go 
stay with Mother. Maybe we just need 
a little room to think in, both of us. 
Maybe we’re crowding each other.” 

The edge of harshness crept into 
Vic’s eyes. 

‘You think that’s the way to solve 
it, Jean?” he asked. “Running home 
to Mother?” 

The old suspicion came back that, 
although he adored her and she him, 
subconsciously Vic resented my mother 
and blamed her secretly because of the 
tragic insufficiencies of our marriage. 

“Just trust me, darling,” I whis- 
pered. “Let me try to work it out my 
Secretly, I feared there would 
be no working it out, and I was afraid 
my fear showed in my face. 


way. 





He stared down at me for a long, 
long minute. 

“All right,” he agreed. 
it your way.” 

That was only last night. Lying here 
in Mother’s house, curled up in my 
bed in the same room where I grew up 
and played tea-party with small friends 
of my childhood, I was thinking about 
that scene. It hasn’t left my mind since 
this morning when Vic took me to the 
station, kissed me tenderly and held 
me briefly but oh so meaningfully in 
his arms. “Come back to me. I can’t 
lose you,” his embrace had said more 
plainly than words. 

“Be sweet and write, sweetheart” was 
what he had said actually. 

Then, with leaden steps, I boarded 
the train for home. 

It had been a relief to get back to 
the old, comforting homestead. Maybe 
I should never have left. Oh, I loved 
Vic. If he only knew how much. The 
trouble was—and I seemed to have 
known it from the beginning—that 
there was something in the way, a dark 
and sinister and something 
looked up inside me, moving like a pale 
ghost across my heart. A something | 
couldn’t tell anyone—not Vic, not even 
Mother. 

Mother! 


to see me! 


“We'll try 


secret 


How happy she had been 
Then, how sorrowful she 


had looked for a minute, almost as if 





she knew that things were going wrong 
with Vic and me. Mom had always 
been able to figure me out. That is, she 
always had been able to figure me out 
until the day I became fourteen—the 
day I grew as old as time, the day | 
found out about Mother and about 
a 
I remember being jealous of other 
kids at school—kids who had fathers. 
Like most jealousies, it was a foolish 
one, but real nonetheless. 

To me, there seemed nothing more 


wonderful than having a father to talk 
about, to brag about; a father who 
sometimes unexpectedly appeared jp 
his car to give you and your girl 
friends a lift home. A father who the 
other kids would tell you was “so good 


” 


looking.” A father to take you places 
like the movies and the circus, to give 
you things that your Mother said you 
couldn’t have. Silly things you 
shouldn’t have. 

I was always swiftly ashamed of this 
jealousy. It was unfair. No mother 
could love a daughter any more than 
mine loved me. Fiercely, I realized that 
her love added up to more than any 
ordinary mother and father combined 
could give me. And, after all, it wasn’t 
as though my father hadn’t been a per- 
fectly wonderful man. If he had lived, 
he certainly would have attracted the 
admiration of my little friends. The 
large picture of him which hung on the 
wall of my room, just opposite my bed, 
confirmed that. He had such a direct 
and friendly look. How he would have 
loved me. How I would have loved 
him. I supposed there must have been 
a good reason why God had to take 
him away before he could even hold me 
in his arms once. 

Mother had told me the story. She 
had told me how they had met at a 
church picnic. They had become en- 
gaged immediately. But it was a secret 
engagement because no one would have 
understood or approved. When Mother 
was just about to graduate, they had 
run away from home and married. 
Those were the happiest days Mother 
had known. I could tell as she softly 
repeated the story whenever I felt lone- 
ly and wanted to hear talk of my father. 
After the first time she told me, I had 
vowed never to ask to hear it again. 
For Mom’s eyes held a darkness when 
she reached the sad, sad part. How un- 
believably happy they had been when 
they found out there was going to be a 
child. How my father had treated her 
like she was a china doll, worried over 
her, called her every day from work. 
Then the time had come for Mom to 
go to the hospital. She had been wor- 
ried about how worried about her he 
would be. She had awakened out of 
the troubled sleep of childbirth to find 
herself a mother—and a widow. 

While rushing to the hospital when 
he was informed the birth was taking 
place, my father had been killed in 4 
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freak automobile accident. 

It was such a sweet, sad, story. I 
cried almost to hysteria the first time 
Mother told me. And, like I said, | 
made up my mind never to force her to 
relive it in spoken memories. Moms 
sensed the way I felt. She knew that 
my yearning for the father I'd never 
gen was a very vivid yearning. She 
had put her arm around me and whis- 
pered. 

“Any time you want to hear about 
your father again, come to me and we'll 
talk about him. It doesn’t make me 
feel badly, Jean. It happened a long 
time ago and I thought I’d never want 
to talk about it. But that was before I 
had learned that loving you could make 
up for his being gone. I have only 
lovely memories of him, Jean. I’ll share 
them with you, over and over again if 
you'd like, just like we share every- 
thing else.” 


WAS nine then. Every once in a 

while, I'd go back to Mom and ask 
her to tell me the story. She always did. 
Somehow, hearing it so often made me 
feel as though I had known my father. 

The day I got to be fourteen—the 
day the terrible blow came—I’d been 
thinking very hard about him. It was 
a Saturday and Mother had closed up 
her tiny, busy dress shop early that day 
because we always celebrated my birth- 
day. The celebration this time took the 
form of a trip to a really big movie, not 
the small neighborhood houses I was 
accustomed to. It was so awfully 
sophisticated, having dinner in a res- 
taurant where the menus were so big 
that I couldn’t see over mine. It was 
great fun. Of course, we both knew 
that my bubbly, pink drink in the 
turned-up, long-stemmed glass was dif- 
ferent from the clear drink Mother had 
in front of her. But it was delicious 
make-believe and the dinner was 
scrumptious. There was the added lux- 
ury of a taxicab home and, to top it all 
of delightfully, the new, pearl-gray 
typewriter waiting for me on my home- 
work desk; Mother’s gift to me. 

I was so happy and I wondered why 
being so happy made you cry. Mother 
and I sat up late in her room, talking, 
just talking about everything we could 
think of. I guess we were just trying 
to keep the wonderful time from being 
over. Mother had given me such a 
gteat birthday. Yet, the old yearning 


was coming back to me. If my father 
had been with us today... . 

I had the sudden fear that I was be- 
ing ungrateful. I reached up to put my 
arm around Mom’s neck. 

“You’re the most wonderful mother 
of all,” I said. “I love you, love you, 
love you.” 

I was so glad I had made the impul- 
sive confession. Mother’s eyes were 
suddenly wet with happy tears. 

Perhaps, if it hadn’t been for two 
coincidences which took place that 
night, I might never have made the dis- 
covery which profoundly affected the 
rest of my life. The first coincidence 
was the phone call which came almost 
at midnight. Mrs. Ann Abbott, Mom’s 
assistant in the dress shop, had suffered 
a terrible attack of acute indigestion. 
The doctor had been to see her and sug- 
gested that she get someone to spend 
the night with her. She had no rela- 
tives in town and very few friends. 
Mother, of course, agreed to go. 

“T’m sorry to have to leave you alone 
tonight, especially on your birthday, 
dear,” she told me. “But, honestly, 
birthday or not, you should be getting 
to bed.” 

I assured her I didn’t mind. I hated 
to stay in the house alone but after all, 
Mrs. Abbott was a sweet old lady and 
she did need help. The second coinci- 
dence was my unaccountable but deter- 
mined decision not to sleep in my own 


bed. I told Mother I'd sleep in her 
room. 

“Then I won’t be so lonely,” I ex- 
plained. 


She shot me a slightly puzzled look 
but Mom usually went along with my 
ideas even if they seemed strange to her. 

Mom left. I got into my pajamas and 
got into bed, switching on the small ra- 
dio on the night table. I didn’t dare 
turn out all the lights. To tell the truth, 
I was scared. I had never spent the 
night alone before. I laughed at my 
silly self for being afraid. The way not 
to be afraid, I reasoned, was to find 
something more interesting to do than 
listening to the radio, something to 
keep my mind absorbed until I got 
sleepy. 


GOT OUT of bed and went to Mom’s 
tiny bookcase in the opposite corner 
of the room. I realized how strange it 
was that, with my love for books, I had 
never investigated her tiny library. I 


guessed that I had always assumed her 
books would be too grown-up or so- 
phisticated for me. 

To my surprise, I found the two 
small glass doors of the bookcase were 
locked. I was about to give up the 
idea when I remembered a jewel box in 
Mom’s dresser drawer in which she 
kept an assortment of keys. Sure 
enough, after some experimenting, I 
discovered a key which unlocked the 
bookcase. 

Most of the titles seemed uninterest- 
ing to me. I finally settled on a book 
of poetry by Edna St. Vincent Millay. 
We had learned one of her poems in 
school and I had found it delightful. I 
was about to lock the bookcase when I 
was attracted to a thick, leather-bound 
book, marked “diary.” I gasped. 
Could it be Mother’s personal diary? I 
was certain it couldn’t. I would have 
known if she kept one, I was sure. 

I knew I had no right even touching 
anything so sacred as a diary, but I 
couldn’t resist the temptation. Care- 
fully, I took the old book out and sank 
down into a chair. I was divided be- 
tween thrill and self-reproach as I be- 
gan reading from the first page. It 
was Mom’s diary, kept way back in the 
days of her early teens. With every 
page I turned, I told myself I must not 
continue reading my mother’s secrets. 
But I was fascinated almost beyond 
words. I’d often wondered about the 
experiences she had gone through as a 
girl. She’d told me many things but 
the words I read in the diary—words 
she had written to her own inner-self— 
made pictures of her go through my 
mind with color and delight. 

Soon I had become so involved in 
the diary that I knew I couldn’t put it 
down until I had read every word. I 
tried to reassure myself by vowing that 
{ would admit to Mother that I had 
read it and ask her to forgive me. 

Mother had been such a fanciful, 
happy girl. I could have cried with 
pure joy every once in a while when I 
came across passages she had written 
which expressed doubts, fears or flights 
of imagination which reminded me of 
similar thoughts and dreams which I 
had lived. I read steadily for an hour 
or more. Then, abruptly, without the 
faintest warning, I was jolted into hor- 
ror. 

The diary stopped. It stopped with 
an entry Mo- (Continued on Page 51) 
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MARJORIE 
ZINN 


way to operating room, Marjorie Zinn 


oS pou along by hospital nurses. She 
worried how me surgery would take. 
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Before operation (l.), Marjorie felt nose 
was too flat. Now, nose and mouth have 
been slenderized (r.) by plastic surgery. 


As model, Marjorie finds new profile 
more appealing than old one. She feels 
new look has increased earning power. 





Checking in at hotel (l.) after operation, Marjorie’s face 
's masked in bandages. She felt plush living would speed 
emotional adjustment. First look (r.) left her puzzled. 
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ARLY ONE December morning 

nearly two years ago, I was 
wheeled down an antiseptic-scented hos- 
pital corridor and into a brightly-lit 
room where, for the next two hours, a 
plastic surgeon went about the delicate 
job of changing the face that had 
earned me thousands of dollars. 

For me, it was a gamble—a big one, 
just as if I had a big roll riding on the 
crap table at Las Vegas. For the way 
I figured it, the face that had earned 
me money was also costing me money. 
It wasn’t a bad face, certainly. But it 
wasn’t a very good one either, not for 
my profession, which 
happens to be model- 
ing. 

My reason for under- 
going plastic surgery 
was simple: I wanted 
to make more money, 
like most people do. 
And in my particular 
profession you can 
make more money by 
being more photogenic, 
more of a type. There 
is little interest in pho- 
tographing a_ person 
who is just in-between, 
s who doesn’t particular- 
P ly look like anything, 

one way or the other. 

But if you typify a cer- 
tain type, or if you are especially pho- 
togenic, then it’s easier to get work. 

For the last five years, | have earned 
a living posing for advertising and 
fashion layouts, and doing occasional 
nude modeling in slow seasons. I have 
found that white firms especially now 
have a_ particular kind of brown- 
skinned girl that they want to photo- 
graph. There was a time when they 
might have wanted the Aunt Jemima 
type, but now they want a dark girl 
with clean features. So if you don’t 
have them, then the best thing to do 
is buy them or give up. The field is 
very crowded in the first place, and you 
have to be the firstest with the mostest. 

Makeup helps defects to a certain 
extent, but in most cases makeup is 
more detrimental than if you just had 
the defect and let it go at that. Then, 
too, if you go around too caked up 
with makeup, people get the idea that 
you are more of something else and less 
a model. And, for working long pe- 
riods of time, (Continued on Page 72) 
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ere’s an old saying, ‘Don’t cut off your nose to spite your 


I never thought about it when I made a catty remark 


that got Lew into a lot of trouble when I didn’t mean to 


. ON THE HARD BENCH in the detectives’ room of the precinct station and 
yed as I never prayed before. “Please, Lord,” I murmured softly, “don’t let 
e mixed up in this thing.” Somewhere in the back I heard the heavy clank of 
ars and | shuddered. Lew was somewhere behind those bars and | had put him 
“And please, Lord—forgive me for what I did.” 
elt a little better after that, but not much. There was no reason why my prayer 
| be answered. I had acted mean and spiteful. I had repeated idle gossip that 
d put the man I loved in jail. I had filled the mind of a small, trusting child with 
oisonous suspicions of my jealous heart. 
| was in a hell of my own making, tormented by the fear that I’d never see 
again, never get a chance to beg his forgiveness or try to make things up to him. 
the cops had told me to go on home because they’d have to hold Lew until they 
jut from the hospital whether Oralee would pull through. 
|| mean a murder rap for your friend if that girl kicks off,” the cop said. 
1dn’t planned for things to turn out the way they had. But once started, it was 
ible to halt the train of events I had set off with my spiteful talk. Frustration 
strange things to a person, and it was frustration that had turned me into a spy 














against a girl I hardly knew. 

Yet, there were many things I did 
know about Oralee. She was young and 
attractive, she knew how to lure a man 
with her sexy walk and bold talk. And 
she was free. So if she liked a man 
there was nothing to stop her from 
showing her affection in the one way all 
men appreciate. 

In fact, it was Oralee’s habit of en- 
tertaining her men guests overnight 
that started all the gossip in the build- 
ing. Not long after she moved into the 
upstairs apartment, Mrs. Groves, who 
lived across the hall from me, dropped 
in to bring me up to date on the latest. 

“That new tenant is sure a wild one, 
Emily,” Mrs. Groves said. 

I smiled tolerantly. “I hear she’s 
young and good looking. She’s entitled 
to live her own life.” 


to rush into marriage with any of the 
men I’d seen. 

But all that was changed when Lew 
came along. He was tall and strong, and 
not at all conceited about his good 
looks. Lew was the milkman on our 
block and I first met him through Patti. 
One day he was late with the delivery 
and since Patti couldn’t leave for school 
until she had her breakfast, I sent her 
out to meet the milk truck. She came 
back with the milk—and the milkman. 

I opened the door to see Patti holding 
him by the hand. His freshly-pressed 
khaki uniform was spotted with grease. 
“I’m sorry I’m late, Mrs. Forbes,” he 
said, “but I had a little motor trouble. 
I guess your little girl thought | got 
lost.” 

Patti looked up and smiled at the 
handsome man beside her. “I can’t go 


[ knew that Oralee was running around with other men and 

making a fool out of the man I loved, but what could I do 

about it? You can’t tell a pig-headed man a thing like that. 

But I just had to say it out loud to somebody, and then Lew 
found out 


Mrs. Groves snorted. “You’ve got a 
little girl,” she reminded me, “and there 
are other children in this building. It’s 
not good for them to be around such 
goings on.” 

“Such as?” 

“Why, everybody knows she lets her 
boy friends stay all night,” Mrs. Groves 
said in stern disapproval. “She’s got no 
more morals than an alley cat, if you 
ask me!” 

But Mrs. Groves didn’t alarm me with 
her gossip. I was too busy thinking 
about my own affairs to worry about 
some girl who didn’t meet with the 
neighbors’ approval. My first concern 
was my little girl, Patti. She was an 
eight-year-old darling and the center of 
my whole existence. I had Patti when 
| was only 17 and she was all I had 
after her father ran off and joined the 
Five years later, I got a divorce 
on the grounds of desertion and had 


navy 


made my way alone ever since. 

Not that I didn’t want to get married 
But I didn’t kid myself that any 
man worth having would be eager to 
take on a 25-year-old divorcee and a 
ready-made family. And I wasn’t eager 
34 


again 
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to school until I have my milk. Mommy 
says so,” she said. 

“You'd better hurry, dear,” I told 
her. “You have to get ready for school 
and Mr.—” 

“He’s not Mister, Mommy! 
Lew.” 

“That’s right, Ma’am. Just call me 
Lew,” he said with a friendly smile. 

It wasn’t long before Lew became a 
regular visitor to our apartment. At 
first, it was only to see how Patti was 
getting along, but after a while it be- 
came clear that Lew enjoyed my com- 
pany as much as I did his. He’d take 
Patti and me out to the show on Satur- 
days, and now and then he’d go to 
church. with us. 

Lew was a small-towner, he always 
said, and being around Patti and me 
made him feel more at home in the 
city. Then, one night after Patti had 
gone to bed, Lew and I sat talking until 
early morning. It seemed too natural, 
before he left, for me to make some cof- 
fee and sit across the kitchen table from 
him as he drank it. Sitting there, listen- 
ing to him tell about himself, with the 
first rays of the morning sun creeping 


He’s 





through the windows, I suddenly real. 
ized that I was in love with Lew. 

He had never expressed his feelings, 
yet I somehow felt that he felt some. 
thing special towards me. But I didn’t 
dare say anything. And as long as we 
had good times together, and spent long 
hours together, there was no reason for 
me to do so. I was sure that some day 
Lew would ask me to marry him. 

I needed someone like Lew, and | 
knew I could make him happy if I had 
a chance. I was still young, and I wasn’t 
bad looking. I was no raving beauty, | 
realized, but I was mature enough to 
be able to appreciate a good man and 
devote myself to pleasing him. Lew 
Benson was that man. He was fond of 
Patti, and she just adored him. The 
three of us spent lots of time together 
and already were like a happy family. 

It was Oralee Johnston who spoiled 
everything. I remember how Lew cas- 
ually mentioned that the new tenant had 
become his new customer. I laughed 
and said that from all I’d heard about 
her, it was too bad he was selling quarts 
of milk instead of fifths’ of whiskey. 
Then she’d be the best customer in the 
building. 

But a week or so later, I wasn’t mak- 
ing jokes about Oralee. I’d passed her 
on the steps a few times and we both 
spoke pleasantly enough, but she was 
not the kind of woman who makes 
friends easily with other women. I could 
see why everyone in the building was 
down on her. Then, Lew suddenly 
stopped dropping in as often as he once 
did. 

“Why doesn’t Lew come to see us 
any more, Mommy?” Patti asked one 
day. 

“Oh, I don’t know, honey. He’s just 
busy, I guess.” 

“He’s not too busy to call on Ora- 
lee,” my daughter said. 

My heart skipped a beat. “Lew and 
Oralee—that woman upstairs? Where 
did you get such an idea, Patti?” | 
asked. 

“Cause I’ve seen him,” he replied. 
“And one day Lew took her to the 
movies. I was playing out front when 
they left.” 

I sank into a chair, turning away s0 
she wouldn’t see the disappointment 
there. “Well, I guess it’s Lew’s business 
who he visits,” I said after a moment. 
“We won’t say any more about it, be 
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cause that is gossiping.” 
“Gossiping—like Mrs. Groves does?” 
she asked with an innocent stare. 
] reached out and pulled her close to 
me. “Yes, darling,” I laughed. “Like 
Mrs. Groves.” 


EW STAYED AWAY for about a 

month. During that time, I heard 
and saw enough to know that he’d fallen 
for Oralee like a ton of bricks. But I 
also knew that young hussy was not the 
type to be content with one man. She 
still dated her other men friends and 
was still having a high time on the 
nights Lew didn’t visit her. But Lew 
hadn’t the slightest idea of all this. 

I found out one day when he dropped 
in. Neither of us mentioned his long 
absence as I poured him a cup of coffee 
and sat down to chat. But all he wanted 
to talk about was Oralee—how wonder- 
ful she was, how beautiful she was. I 
didn’t say much, just sat there and lis- 
tened. The next day he came again, and 
I found out that Oralee had stood him 
up on a date with some flimsy excuse. 
Still, all he did was rave about her. 

It hurt me to have him talk about her 
so much, and it made me secretly angry 
and miserable to see how completely 
fooled he was. He didn’t even suspect 
she was cheating on him. Or if he did, 
he was so crazy about her he was will- 
ing to overlook it. Sometimes, it was 
all I could do to keep from blurting out 
the truth. Lew worried about the fact 
that Oralee was a model and made more 
money than he did. 

“Tl never be able to give her the 
kind of things she can get for herself, 
] guess,” he sometimes said, sounding 
hopeless. 

And I wanted to scream at him, 
“Can’t you see how she’s fooling you, 
you sweet dope, you! Can’t you realize 
she doesn’t make nearly enough as a 
model to buy the kind of clothes she 
wears? Those men of hers give her the 
things she wants, and she’s just got you 
around for kicks.” 

But I couldn’t say those things. | 
couldn’t bear the thought of what the 
truth would do to Lew, and all those 
things got dammed up inside me. I was 
unhappy when he stayed away and mis- 
erable when he came, even though | 
was glad to spend the time with him. 

Then Lew started making impossible 
plans about Oralee quitting her job as 


a model and marrying him. They could 
make it on his salary, he said. Next, he 
wondered if it wouldn’t be a good idea 
for them to move to a small town, where 
living was cheaper. 

I felt angry with him and sorry at the 
same time. Because it was just a crazy 
dream—as crazy as the dreams I had 
about him. Oralee was a small-time 
glamour girl who wanted to make the 
big-time. That’s what she came to the 
city for in the first place, and she’d 
never go back. But even if I’d been fool- 
ish enough to try to tell Lew that, his 
infatuation had blinded him to the point 
where he could never see it. 

The situation was hopeless, and the 
sense of frustration overwhelmed me 
one morning as I stood at the front win- 
dow. In my own way, I knew I was as 
much of a fool as Lew was, and I knew 
I ought to give up and move away where 
he couldn’t drop in to cry on my shoul- 
der every time Oralee stepped out on 
him. I felt I just couldn’t stand it any 
longer. I was in love with him, and it 
was driving me crazy. 

Lew really wanted to be fooled, I told 
myself bitterly. He deliberately blinded 
himself to what was going on, and | 
didn’t want to watch it any longer. I 
simply had to get out of there. 


HAD MADE UP my mind as | start- 

ed to turn away from the window 
and then I saw one of Oralee’s pretty- 
boy lovers leaving the building. I 
watched him as he got into the Caddie 
convertible parked at the curb, and as 
he drove off I hated him just as much 
as I’d come to hate Oralee, because he 
was helping her make a fool of Lew. I 
was so intent on the hatred that boiled 
up inside me, I didn’t notice Patti until 
she spoke beside me. 

“There goes one of Oralee’s boy 
friends,” she said. “Did he stay all 
night, Mommy?” 

“Yes!” I said bitterly, without think- 
ing. “And if Lew ever finds out what’s 
happening behind his back he'll kill 
them both!” 

For a long moment Patti didn’t say 
anything, but when she spoke, I was 
shocked. 

“Why doesn’t Lew stay all night with 
us, Mommy?” she asked. “Then he 
won’t have to kill them.” 

Her innocent, childish reasoning was 
like a dash of cold water in my face. I 


realized what an evil, spiteful thing I’d 
just said. I’d always prided myself on 
the way I carefully kept anything ugly 
away from my daughter. Now I knew I 
just had to move away from there. | 
couldn’t allow Patti to be touched by a 
sinful situation like this any longer. 
Knowing how her little mind worked, 
I knew it wouldn’t be long before there 
was nothing innocent in a remark like 
the one she had just made. 

“Listen, darling,” I said seriously. 
“You must forget what Mommy just 
said about that man. It’s none of our 
business what the neighbors do, and we 
mustn’t pay any attention to it.” 

To take her mind off it, I began to 
talk about moving even though I had 
no idea where we’d go. I spent the next 
two evenings after work trying to find 
another apartment, but before I found 
one, Lew stopped by one night. 

Patti was ready for bed when he came 
in, and he gave her a new doll he had 
bought. She squealed with delight when 
she saw it, and threw her arms around 
Lew and hugged him tight. 

After swinging her high up in the 
air, Lew put her down and said sternly, 
“Now you run along to bed, young 
lady.” 

Patti stuck out her lower lip stub- 
bornly. “I will if you stay all night with 
Mommy and me like the man does with 
Oralee!” she said. 

“Patti!” I gasped, horrified, as I saw 
Lew’s face grow rigid with shock. “You 
mustn’t talk like that.” 

“But that’s what you said,” she pout- 
ed. “He does stay all night with her, 
‘cause he’s her boy friend!” 

Almost crying with embarrassment, 
I picked her up and hurried into the 
bedroom. After I put her to bed and re- 
turned to Lew. His face was twisted 
with anger. 

“She didn’t know what she was say- 
ing, Lew,” I began. I tried to explain, 
but he cut me off. 

“I think maybe she knew exactly 
what she was saying!” he grated. “Out 
of the mouth of babes—” He turned 
suddenly and ran out the door. I heard 
his footsteps pounding up the stairs and 
a little later, a banging on Oralee’s door. 
But there was no answer and then | 
heard Lew’s footsteps, slow and delib- 
erate, going downstairs. 

I glanced out the window and saw 
Lew climbing (Continued on Page 75) 
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There was an awful lot about life that I didn’t 


know. So the very first time I got away from home 


alone I tried to learn it all at once—fast. And I 


started learning the best way that any woman 


an: with a man 
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Y PARENTS WERE KILLED in an automobile acci- 

dent on California’s Highway 101 when I was a 
little tyke of five years old. I might have been killed in the 
accident myself, except for the fact that Aunt Jessica had 
persuaded them to leave me with her so that they could 
have “lots of fun” on their vacation trip to San Francisco. 
If you think that I’m lucky to be alive, you just don’t know 
how it feels when you keep on living and wish you were 
dead. 

For, I can tell you now, there have been times in my 
life when I longed for death, wished for it, described it as 
a blessing. In moments of their dirtiest blues, you’ve 
heard people say, “I wish I had never been born!” I said 
it~and I meant it. And Aunt Jessica was the main reason 
why. 

I really can’t remember much about my Mom and Dad. 
My only picture of them today is a dream. I choose to 
see my mother as beautiful and sweet and kind. My por- 
trait of my father shows him as a fine gentleman who liked 
to get down on the carpet and play with me, as a dad who 
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brought home candy and teddy bears and toys from work, 
who helped Mom with the dishes and provided for us the 
coziest little home. 

There have been times, tough times, when all I owned 
in the world worth keeping was that mental picture, that 
dream, of my dead parents. 

After they were killed, I was forced to go live with Aunt 
Jessica, in her huge, dull, anciently-furnished home on the 
West Side of Los Angeles. I had to go live with her in 
this house, a throwback to lush, tax-free days when movie 
idols indulged themselves in these now-obselete show-places, 
because she was the only living relative I had in California. 
In contrast to the beautiful dream of my parents, Aunt 
Jessica was an orgre. 

She was tall, slender and stern. A bachelor-girl school 
teacher, she was both Dad and Mom to me, and both were 
mean and evil, although she sincerely believed that she was 
kind and generous and always on the look out for my best 
interests. 

In her efforts to be my guardian, she made a jailhouse 
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out of her home. She reared me so 
strictly that the neighbors believed I 
was planning to become a nun. Her 
constant advice to me was, “Betty, be 
a good girl now!” She raised me on 
threats and intimidations based on the 
precept that sin, the tiniest bit, would 
be rewarded with hell and damnation. 

She made me hate school sometimes 
with her constant demand for “A’s” in 
class. She made me the laughing stock 
of my set by refusing me lipstick and 
pretty clothes after I had grown into 
my teens. Sex was a dirty word in our 
house and boys were taboo. 

She had a stock set of answers for 
any boy who came to the house, after 
| grew up to be an attractive, shapely 
teen-ager, seeking a date with me. 

“Betty has to go to church Sunday,” 
she would explain coldly. 

“I’m sorry,” she'd say, “Betty has to 
study tonight.” 

“No. Betty doesn’t go out on dates!” 

“Betty is busy!” 

And all the time I would be lying 
across the bed in my second-floor room, 
head buried into a pillow, crying my 
heart out. All the fun other kids my 
age enjoyed, I had none. No dancing. 
No movies. Plenty of Bible, though. 
Church every Sunday, rain or shine. 
Sometimes prayer meetings on Wed- 
nesday nights. 

Now, don’t get me wrong. I know 
religion is important. I believe in God. 
But I don’t believe that religion is the 
proper steady diet for growing young- 
As a result of my experiences 
with Aunt Jessica, I’ve come to believe 
that some people should be made to 
qualify before a board of experts be- 
fore they are allowed to rear children! 

| must blame Aunt Jessica for most 
of my heartaches, even though I’ve mel- 
lowed some and realize that not every- 
one can help being the kind of person 
she or he is. I guess it’s something in 
the glands. I don’t know. But I do 
know that except for my Aunt’s com- 
plete domination of me, I wouldn’t have 
met Herb. And if I hadn’t met Herb 
{| wouldn’t have been pushed to the 
brink of suicide. 

In a way, I’m actually ashamed to 
tell this story, to reveal the drudgery 
and hell of my life. But I do it because 
ve discovered that there are other 
young girls who live in the same per- 
gatory that was mine. I want to tell 
I want to say to 


sters. 


them something: 
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them, never give up, never stop believ- 
ing. I know it doesn’t sound like mod- 
ern jazz, but it is absolutely true that 
every cloud has a silver lining. The 
trouble is: finding it! 


T WAS THE SUMMER after I grad- 

uated from high school. I had just 
turned 18 and was planning for col- 
lege. I had a pile of catalogues in my 
room a foot high. They had been sent 
from schools such as UCLA, USC, Los 
Angeles City College, Los Angeles State 
College, University of California at 
Berkeley, and others. I loved Califor- 
nia, particularly Southern California, 
and I didn’t want to leave the state. 
My secret dream was that I could, 
somehow, persuade my aunt to let me 
attend UCLA and live on campus. That 
way, I figured, I could escape her 
domination, still enjoy the mild climate 


of Southern California, and get an 
education. Failing that, I wanted to go 
to Cal, Berkeley, where the weather 
isn’t as even-tempered, but which is 
500 miles from my Aunt Jessica’s 
house. 

But, of course, I wasn’t the one to 
make the decision. 

Aunt Jessica did that. 

She called me into the kitchen one 
morning while she fixed breakfast, and 
she said: “Betty, I’ve decided to send 
you back East to school!” 

The school she had in mind actually 
was located in the South, but any place 
back that way was “East” to her. I 
didn’t want to go. Summoning all the 
courage I could, I told her so. I told 
Aunt Jessica how much I loved Califor- 
nia. “This is my home,” I pleaded. I 
told her about UCLA and living on 
campus there. I told her about Cal, 
Berkeley. I said I’d gladly go to LACC 
or L.A. State. I even reminded her 
about the racial unrest in the South 
and painted a horrible picture of my 
being kicked to death by a cold-blood- 
ed Dixiecrat who had become offended 


The train I was on was supposed to take me to an ; 
-alk-girls’ school. Instead, it took me straight to 
Herb, md the kind of world I never 5 iknow existed 


because I had neglected to address him 
as “Sir.” 

But I could well have been talki 
to Main Street at 3 a.m. Aunt Jessica 
had made up her mind to send me to 
this _strict-and-strait-laced, _ all-girl; 
school in North Carolina, and there was 
no changing her. “They'll teach yoy 
something worthwhile back there,” she 
said. “Kids in L.A. are too frivolous, 
All they think about is parties and 
swimming and dancing. You've got to 
learn something if you want to get 
ahead in this world!” 

I bowed my head and said, “Yes’m.” 

What else could I say? What els 
could I do? I didn’t have any money, 
I had nobody but Aunt Jessica. I had 
been a good student, despite Aunt Jes. 
sica, and I did want to make something 
of myself. I had no choice in the mat- 
ter; it was take it or leave it. So, | 





sha ca 


decided to take it. 

If Aunt Jessica had just known what 
would happen because of her one-track 
mind, if she had known how my life 
would be changed around from one of 
righteousness to frivolity and willful 
sin and humiliation and degregation 
and heartbreak, she would have agreed 
with my choice of UCLA with vocal 
fanfares. 

But that’s “if.” One thing I've 
learned is this: if isn’t worth a damn in 
life after something has been done! 

Once Aunt Jessica had put over her 
point about where I would go to col- 
lege, she made all the necessary ar- 
rangements. 

She enrolled me. 

She paid the fees. 

She wrote to the president and told 
him what a sweet, unspoiled girl I was. 
She explained why she was sending me 
to North Carolina. 

She bought all 
thought I’d need. 

She arranged my train reservations. 

She gave me expense money, being 
overly gener- (Continued on Page 62) 
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By Jane Walters 


Breakfast 
Month,” and the best time to impress 
I 


EPTEMBER is “Better 
upon school-bound teens the value of a 
good morning meal. If you forfeit the 
pleasures of breakfast just to snatch a 
few extra winks of shut-eye, you're a 
breakfast-skipper, and, nutritionally 
speaking, you're “crazy man, crazy.” 

To start the day off in tip-top shape. 
a peppy breakfast tucked under your 
belt should supply one-third to one- 
fourth of your daily food needs. A 
word to the wise: the more you eat at 
breakfast on the family food account, 
the less you'll spend for expensive nick- 
nacks come lunch time. 

It’s no secret that teen-age food pat- 
terns are often fantastic. Breakfast suf- 
fers most of all, ranging from an icy 
glass of cola to a spice-packed bow! of 
chili and crackers. Fortunately, all of 
you don’t dine in such a “grand” man- 
ner, but the majority of growing guys 
and gals shamefully neglect their morn- 
ing meal. Such silly food habits actual- 
ly endanger your health and might leave 
it permanently impaired. 

It’s girls who are the greatest offend- 
ers of proper breakfast “do’s and 
don’ts.” Boy teens run a mighty close 
second, but get by mainly by consuming 
a larger quantity of food, thereby acci- 
dentally obtaining the correct nutrients. 

Physically speaking, the adolescent 
years are vitally important. It’s a period 
of growth and development, and almost 
overnight clothes become too small as 
bodies stretch up, expand and mature. 
Appetites are keen and right now your 
life is a hectic combination of school 
activities, dancing and working at doz- 
ens of projects that keep you on the go. 

Energy being used daily has to be re- 
plenished, and food is the answer. To 
understand the mechanics behind the 
need for proper food, compare your 
body to a furnace that has to be stoked 
with coal off heat 
(energy). 


before it gives 


We’ve heard the joke about Bobby’s 
“hollow leg,” and Judy’s “starving tape- 
worm,” to explain their ravenous appe- 
tites. Although you may not be hungry 
in the morning, that is the time when 
you need food to get started for the 
day’s activities. Early morning hunger 
should not be ignored if mid-morning 
blues are to be avoided. 

Breakfast means “break fast,” and 
after 10-12 hours or more without food 
the body needs stoking again. 

Whether you sit, stand or sail around 
the room eating breakfast, these are the 
essentials you should include: 

1. Fruit or fruit juice: rich in vita- 
min C, the nutrient that aids tooth and 
bone formation, helps repair bones and 
wounds and is essential to strengthen 
blood vessel walls. 

2. Cereals and/or bread: an excellent 
source of thiamin (vitamin B,) and 
iron, one of the important minerals con- 
cerned with the producing of hemoglo- 
bin, the red coloring matter of the 
blood. 

3. Meat: breakfast 


and ham are protein foods necessary for 


favorites bacon 
the proper growth and repair of body 
tissues, also supplying quantities of vi- 
tamins A and Bo. 

4. Milk: the almost perfect food that 
is loaded with many nutrients including 
calcium and phosphorous, for correct 
growth and proper mineralization of 
bones and teeth; vitamin A, a major 
factor in maintaining good skin and 
functioning of the eye, and also a high 
quality protein and fat as well as vita- 
mins Bo and D, the sunshine vitamin. 

5. Butter: contains many of the nu- 
trients of milk and is rich in food value. 

6. Eggs: the favorite of many teens, 
they have lots of Vitamin A and thia- 
min, riboflavin and iron. 

So wise up, gang, be smart both phys- 
ically and mentally and make September 
and the months following “Better Break- 
fast Months.” 








DRESSES 
For $4975 


BEAUTIFUL 
COLLECTION 
OF MODERN 
STYLE DRESSES! 









Look smart and stylish in these amazingly 
low priced glamorous dresses that have been 
carefully cleaned and pressed — in good 
condition for all occasions. A sensational 
assortment of gorgequs one and two piece 
modern styles in stunning colors and in a 
variety of luxurious fabrics of silks, rayons, 
gabardines, cottons, woolens, etc. Expensive 
dresses—original value up to $40. 

FREE GIFT with every order! 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! You must 
be 100% satisfied or return dresses within 
10 days for refund! MAIL COUPON NOW! 
[PEOPLES MAIL ORDER HOUSE 
15 HESTER ST., DEPT 1-97, NEW YORK 2, N.Y. 

Rush 5 assorted dresses in size circled be- 
| low with Free Gift. $1 deposit enclosed. 
| 1 pay postman balance plus C.O.D. and 
| Postage. Money returned if not com- 
| pletely satisfied. 

Girl’s Sizes 1-6X, 7-14 are 5 for $2.75 
| Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 are 5 for 
| $3.75 

Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 38, 40, 42, 44, 
|" 'S for $3.75 
[ Sizes 14%, 16%, 18%, 20%, 22%, 241, 
| 5 for $3.75 

Extra Large Sizes 46, 48, 50, 52 are 5 for 
| $4.75 
| NAME 


ADDRESS 
AGE CITY STATE — 
| Ladies Size ______ Children’s Size __ 
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Be a PRIVATE EYE 
for HOME SAFETY 











Find Home Dangers 
in time! 
28,000 DIE YEARLY 
in Home Accidents! 










chemicals, liquid fuels are dangerous. 

Keep them out of reach—out of sight. 
14,000 YOUNG and OLD 

DIE FROM FALLS ALONE! 











stay alert! stay alive! 
Make all your family 


“PRIVATE EYES” 
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—— DOES social drinking have 

to be so complicated?”, a young 
reader asks. “I usually end up asking my 
date what I should drink.” Confused by 
the half-truths of alcoholic axioms con- 
cerning what to drink and when to drink 
it, many women feel completely at a loss 
whenever the subject of drinking comes 
up. But since alcohol is socially accepted 
as part of daily living and if you do 
drink, there is really no excuse for ignor- 
ing the rules of drinking. 

Usually, drinking falls into three ma- 
jor categories: before-dinner (cocktails), 
dinner and after-dinner. Each of these 
occasions requires a different kind of 
drink which is supposedly concocted to 
produce a certain desired effect. The 
cocktail, for example, is a leisurely and 
pleasant way to stimulate the appetite be- 
fore dinner. It is usually served between 
four o’clock and seven but may also be 
served before luncheon. 

A cocktail may be either sweet or dry, 
depending upon personal preference. A 
Martini or Manhattan has a tart or dry 
taste and a “very dry” Martini is one 
which contains more gin than vermouth. 
Since most women usually prefer sweet 
drinks, the Daiquiri, old-fashioned, side- 
car and champagne cocktail are all femi- 
nine favorites. But because they are sweet 
to the taste, many women overlook their 
potency. Remember, a cocktail is sipped, 
never gulped like water. Don’t go over- 
board! 

A dinner or luncheon requires another 
type of drink. Wine sets the scene for 
dinner-by-candlelight in a romantic cafe 
or for the simple supper at home. It lends 
color to the table and flavor to the food. 
And scientifically speaking, dry table 
wine is the only common mealtime drink 
which balances the four basic taste sen- 
sations—sweetness, bitterness, saltiness, 


| acidity—and can bring these out in solid 


foods. As if by magic, wine can trans- 
form the ordinary meal into an exciting 
feast. 

There is really no mystery about the 


“when” of wine-drinking. Different 
foods create a need for different wines. 
Appetitizer wines (Sherry, Vermouth, 
Dubonnet) should be served chilled with 
salad or soup appetizers. White table 
wines (Sauterne, Rhine wine) are served 
chilled with oysters, fish, chicken, eggs 
and light main course dishes. Red table 
wines (Claret, Burgundy, Chianti) may 
be either slightly cooled or served at 
room temperature with steaks, roasts, 
fowl and cheeses. 

As a hostess, there are several hints 
which might be helpful when it’s time to 
serve the wine. Use a clear (not col- 
ored) and thin glass if possible. Not the 
dainty three-ounce type, but a large four 
to six ounce glass. The large wine glass 
is used mainly because it is more gra- 
cious. It also makes the wine taste better. 
A large glass half full (never a full 
glass) exposes more wine to the air and 
creates the bouquet or aroma. If the top 
of the glass is narrower than the middle, 
it will form a kind of chimney to hold 
the aroma. 

Those who don’t care for cocktails or 
dinner wine may instead relax with an 
after-dinner brandy or liqueur. Cognac 
is the most popular of brandies with a 
warmth of its own, believed to be a diges- 
tive aid after a heavy meal. Liqueurs are 
a sweetened, flavored brandy and may 
be served instead of dessert. A few in- 
clude Benedictine, Drambuie, Kummel 
and Cointreau; each has its own unique 
flavor. Drinking in moderation is ac- 
cepted as a way to reduce tension and 
to add to the zest of living. But know 
when to drink, what to drink and when 
to stop! 
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EASY-T0-MAKE 
JAMS and JELLIES 


IN THIS DAY of commercially canned and frozen foods. 


there are still some women who prefer to make their own 


jellies and jams, and who still can vegetables 
and fruits. Although commercial foods save 
time and energy, these women prefer the taste and flavor 
of home-canned foods. This month, Tan’s Home 
Service Section salutes the “canners” 


in our homes. 
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QUICK, EASY, HOMEMADE JAMS & JELLIES 


Apple Peach Conserve 


Combine 2 cups chopped, unpared sum- 
mer apples, 2 cups chopped fresh peaches, 
4 cup lemon juice and 2 cups sugar. 
Cook slowly until apple is transparent, 
about 20 minutes. Add 1 cup coarsely 
chopped walnuts. Pour into hot sterilized 
glasses. Seal immediately. Makes seven 
6-ounce glasses. Use summer apples also 
for apple butter or apple jelly, or apple- 
raisin conserve. Always use small 6 to 8 
ounce jars for convenient serving. 
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LD-FASHIONED home-made jams and jellies made 
the “new-fashioned” quick and easy way have all 
the zest and flavor of grandma’s country fair blue ribbon 
winners. The new method of jelly-making is a simplified 
version of an older process which took hours and hours 
of cooking time, coupled with an endless amount of stir- 
ring and straining. Today, perfected recipes are avail- 
able and the final products rival grandma’s specialties 
that took her days to turn out. 

Markets are filled with luscious, sun-ripened peaches, 








Plum Jam and Jelly 


For jam, wash 4 lbs. plums, add 4 cups water; cook until 
skins are tender. Cool and remove stones. Add 3 lbs. sugar, 
heat slowly until sugar is dissolved, then cook until thick. 
Cool partially and stir occasionally. Pour into sterile jars 
and seal. Makes four Y pint jars. For jelly, place 3 lbs. 
plums in saucepan and add water up to top layer. Boil plums 
until soft, strain through coarse strainer, then put through a 
jelly bag. Allow 34-1 cup sugar to each cup of juice. Boil 
4 cups at a time. Skim if necessary. Cook until jelly stage 
has been reached, then pour into sterile jars and seal. 
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pears, grapes, strawberries and raspberries from fruit or- 
chards, arbors and berry farms. Now is the time for a canning 
session that will delight the appetites of winter diners. 
Important to note in modern jelly and jam making is that 
some fruits have very little, if any, pectin (the substance 
necessary for congealing). The riper the fruit, the less pectin 
it contains. Old-fashioned cooks depended on green fruits to 
set jellies, but the modern way is to add pectin in bottled or 
powdered form to insure clear, limpid jams and jellies con- 
gealed to proper consistency. 





Pickled Peaches and Spiced Cherries 


Combine 3 cups honey, 3 cups vinegar, 2 cups water and | tsp. 
salt. Heat to boiling point. Scald 5 qts. peaches, remove the 
skins and insert 3 or 4 whole cloves in each. Place a few peaches 
at a time in boiling sirup, add 2 sticks cinnamon and cook until 
peaches are tender. Pack in sterile jars, cover with boiling 
sirup and seal. Makes about 8 pints. For spiced cherries, mix 
2 cups vinegar with 8 cups sugar and boil one minute. Skim. 
Add 5 lbs. pitted cherries and simmer for 14% hours. Add 3 
tbsp. cinnamon and 1% tbsp. cloves. Pour into sterile jars and 
seal. Makes about 8 pints. Store containers in cool place. 

















“Sew-Easy” skirt and blouse. Skirt Pat- Little girls’ one-piece dress has side pock. 
tern No. 7834 (35¢) waist sizes 24-32. ets, tab detail and gathered skirt. Pat. 
Blouse Pattern No. 7833 (35¢) sizes 12-20. tern No. 7705 (35¢) sizes 6-12. 


Flared jumper dress. has square neck 
We ean be worn with or without b 
Patter \o-7.7. (50¢) Junior 


S CHOOL FROCKS are prettier than ever this year, with the emphasis on color- 

ful plaids and gay, sprightly prints that captivate the back-to-school crowd. 
Skirts are gently flared or made full with a bouffant look. Jumpers are topped 
with pert sissy blouses or light-weight wool jerseys, making popular separate com- 
binations. The current mix-matches are beautifully fashioned with an airy ele- 
gance that belies their practicality. 

Double service is reflected in sturdy cottons and washable corduroys. The won- 
der of these charming off-to-school fashions lies in the fact that they can be made 
right at home. It is not necessary to be a whiz at the sewing machine because 
these dress patterns have been simplified and are very easy to follow. Sewing 
methods have been revamped so that even beginners can turn out professional- 
looking frocks. The personal touch can be shown with the addition of perky white 
collars and cuffs on “little girl” dresses. Of special importance is the wide selec- 
tion of materials that make sewing such a delight. 

Around school time the sewing center becomes the pivot point in many homes 
as fabrics are whipped into smart, fashionable outfits. TAN’s patterns are by Ad- 
vance, and may be purchased at department stores, or ordered by coupon on 
Page 51. 
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Jumper skirt with suspenders features the One-piece dress has front-buttoned bodice, 
new Empire line. Pattern No. 8064, (35¢) full skirt. Ribbon bow at neckline is op- 
Junior sizes 11-15; Teen sizes 10-16. tional. Pattern No. 7705 (35¢) sizes 6-12. 
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To School 


Middy dress with sailor collar has con- 
trasting tie. Pattern No. 8376 (50¢) 
Junior sizes 9-15; Misses sizes 12-18. 

















— Campus Hairstyling 


~— COED wants to be a campus queen, and one of the best assets 
is neat, well-groomed hair. To achieve top rating in campus dating. 

“bone-up” on a few important essentials in hair care. 
Cleanliness is the first rule and a good shampoo is more than stick- 
ing your head in a basin of water. Never use soap, but choose a shampoo 
that leaves hair shining and clean. There are shampoos for all types of hair, 

so find the one that is best suited for you. 

To give hair that extra gleam of beauty and make it easy to manage, use either a 
greaseless cream with lanolin or a spray in the handy aerosol container. If you follow 
TAN’s pointers for hair beauty, you’re bound to have attractive looking hair at all times. 
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To keep hair clean, shampoo at least 

once a week with a good shampoo 

that leaves it sparkling and shining with 
no dulling soap film. 


For extra touch-ups a_ greaseless 

cream hairdressing helps do away 

with brittle and splitting ends and gives 
hair new highlights. 


A liquid hairdressing from a spray 

container, also used for setting, makes 

application easy and eliminates sticky 
hands and fingernails. 


Last minute touches are given to 
smart hair styles that are perfect for 
a gay round of campus parties or 9 to 5 


classes. 














Music center also has television set and 
radio-phonograph combination by General 
Electric. Fibreglas planter by Kimball. 








Music corner shows built-in cabinets and 
plenty of storage space. Desk has elec- 
trical unit. Desk and chair by Baumritter. 


make 
your 


basement 


LIVABLE 
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Complete basement plans were drawn by architect Louis Baumritter 
of Evanston, Ill. Contractor was Frederick Construction Co. of Glendale, 
New York. Note special work centers and disguising of stairway. 


Smart, three-cushion sofa, leathered love seat and rectangular 
table are by Baumritter. Picturesque miniature statues of African 
lore from Contemporary Art blend with modern decor. 


URING THE cool days of autumn 

is the best time to tackle te job 
of personalizing your basement with a 
smart, new “do-it-yourself” plan that 
will make leisure and recreation hours 
more enjoyable. Before starting on 
your basement project, take the time to 
plan every detail for the recreation cen- 
ter and the laundry equipment. Careful 
planning will make the whole task 
easier. 


There are many important issues to 
consider when undertaking a remodel- 
ing project. Floor and wall coverings, 
because of their great space coverage, 
Color 


of furniture and 


require special attention. 


schemes, selection 
planning of work centers create unex- 
pected problems. 

If you’re handy with tools, your 
basement remodeling project will be 


more fun than work. Use easy-to-install 


Laundry center is equipped with washer and dryer units. Two- 
toned cabinets hold light and dark items. Cabinets by Y oungs- 
town. Washer and dryer by Easy Washing Machine Company. 


gypsum wallboard that is durable and 
fireproof, for decorative wall covering. 
It is available in a variety of finishes 
such as woodgrain, which combines the 
beauty of real wood paneling with the 
many advantages of standard gypsum 
board. 

The Kentile floors in TAN’s remod- 


eled basement are by B. F. Goodrich, 
and the walls are by the Gypsum As- 
sociation. 
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new protein Because babies 
grow so very 


cereal for baby fast, they need 


to 4 times as much protein per pound 
»f body weight as adults. The new Gerber 
High Protein Cereal provides a pleasant 
way to give 
baby extra pro- 
tein in easy-to- 
digest form. The 
total protein 
(35%) is de- 
rived from oats, 
wheat, soy beans 
and yeast. In combination, these proteins 
provide truly effective “growing tools” 
for your active little one. And like all 
Gerber Cereals it’s enriched with iron, 
calcium and B-vitamins. 
Gerber High Protein Cereal has a 
toasted, nut-like flavor that is well ac- 
cepted by babies and especially inter- 
esting to toddlers. It also provides 
appetizing variety when rotated with the 
4 regular Gerber Cereals. And of course, 
it’s pre-cooked and ready to serve with 
milk, formula or other liquids. 





psychology dept. Another baby 
yn the way? Here’s one mother’s solu- 
tion for relieving those bound-to-be jeal- 

y pangs. She bought her 2-year-old 
girl a new doll complete with miniature 
baby-care accessories: bath table, bot- 
tles, diapers, etc. A week or so before the 
new baby was due, she helped teach her 
“baby care” for the doll. When 
the new baby arrived, the toddler was an 
accomplished little mother and took care 
of her “baby,” while Mom tended to hers. 


daughter 


Dabies are our business. . 








hints collected by Mrs. Dan Gerber, mother of five 


ringing up baby. 


a water matter Even though 
“dog days” are unbearably hot, cold 
water is not the answer for baby’s sponge 
baths. Tepid water will leave him much 
more refreshed. A shade warmer than 
room temperature is just about right for 
tiny tykes. 


sweet scent-iments Two fragrant 
_ tricks for sticky 
Bdays; (1) 
» Splash a bit of 
baby’s oil into 
your tepid bath. 
It satinizes your 
.. delicate 
scent is delight- 
ful. (2) Borrow a bit of baby’s powder 
to ease on your girdle. Scent is nice and 
not too heavy for sticky days. 


strong points *“*“Meat for 
strength, and 
the building of 
all body struc- 
tures” say the 
experts on in- 
fant nutrition. 
Gerber Strained 
and Junior 
Meats provide 
the vital, body- 
building proteins so necessary for baby’s 
growth and development. Made from 
juicy, selected Armour cuts they're spe- 
cially pressure cooked to preserve true- 
meat flavor and fine Armour quality. 
Special processing removes most of the 
fat and coarse tissue for \2 
easy digestibility. ; 


. our only business! 


erber. BABY FOODS 


FREMONT, MICH. 


5 CEREALS + OVER 75 STRAINED & JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS 





Help Your Child 
Start To School 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


— GRADE, the bright beginning 

of most youngsters’ school life, may 
be a tragic experience for the child who 
is unprepared. For this reason, first 
grade offers not only a physical and 
intellectual challenge to the child, but a 
social and emotional one as well. Un. 
fortunately, every child of first grade 
age does not develop in these four areas 
at the same time. 

This is the tragedy, according to 
kindergarten specialist Margaret Hall, 
who believes that a child’s age is no 
measure of his ability to cope with school 
learning. To place a child in such a 
situation when he is not ready or mature 
enough, may result in deep psychological 
harm which will undermine the rest of 
his school days. But too few mothers 
want to admit that their children are 
not ready for first grade. It is better, 
Miss Hall believes, to repeat kinder- 
garten than to enter first grade without 
being prepared. 

A five-year-old with several brothers 
or sisters may be more self-reliant and 
independent than the five-year-old who 
is an only child. But the only child, 
encouraged by his mother to read widely, 
may be more developed intellectually. 
Some mothers underestimate the impor- 
tance of kindergarten and feel offended 
that their child was not “bright” enough 
for first grade. 

1) Prepare your child for first grade 
by providing him with kindergarten or 
pre-school experience, 2) add to this ex- 
perience at home, 3) ask your child’s 
teacher to give a “readiness” test at the 
end of kindergarten, 4) 
teacher’s recommendation based on her 
observations and test results, and 5) be 
patient if your child develops more 
slowly in some areas than in others. 

First grade is for the child who has 
learned to cooperate with a group in 
He feels secure 

new daytime 


respect his 


both work and play. 
with his 
“mother-teacher” and with a roomful 
of other children. If your child does 
not, then help him to help himself—wait 
until he’s really ready for first grade. 
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Child Of Violence 


(Continued from Page 29) 





ther had made the night before a Sunday Almost as soon as I had reasoned things|t 
School picnic which she was looking for- out that way, I knew I couldn’t tell Mother |! 
ward to with great anticipation. that I had learned the closely-guarded | 

The diary stopped. But there were secret. I knew that the finest reward Il 
newspaper Clips, old, old newspaper clips. could give her was to let her continue to} 


There were letters, written to Mom by believe that her scheming and planning} 
her mother and father—after she had left and her lovely white lies had worked. I}{ 
home. The newspaper clips and the let- _ resolved, though, that somehow, some day.|| 
ters added up the sordid, horrible story. I would make Mother so happy that she |I 
The news items told how a teen-age girl would be compensated a thousand times| 
had been seized by an unknown attacker for all she’d been through. For one thing, | 
in the woods at the picnic. They told how I resolved that I’d never leave her, never| 
the girl, whose name was withheld by the get married. At least, not until I had be-| 
paper, had been brutally raped when she come so rich and famous that I knew that |j 


had wandered off from the picnic grounds. | she would be taken care of like a duchess|} 
They told how she had been taken to the for the rest of her days. 
hospital, hysterical and screaming. They I knew what I was going to be when IL 
told of a futile search for her attacker. grew up. I was going to study hard and|I 

There was no.getting away from it. learn design and dressmaking and I was} 


That girl had been Mother. All the pret- going to take over Mother’s shop for her| 
ty stories she had been telling me about and make it a fabulous business which| 
my father, about her romance and mar- would bring customers from all over the| 
riage, all these stories were lovely lies de- country. As for marriage, I wouldn’t miss | 
signed to shield me from the awful truth. it. It had always seemed such a lovely|| 


ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 
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The letters from my grandparents revealed _ thing, reflected in the glow of what Mom |(-—————————————-————o— 


From One 
Woman To 
Another... 


to me that Mother, broken with shame had told me about her and my supposed 
after her ordeal, had run away from home, father. But for me, the idea of giving 
found herself a job and begun building a yourself to a man went sour and disgust- 
new life. The enormous significance of ing with the disillusion of knowing the 
my discovery began to crowd in on me asI __ truth about what had happened to Mother. 
lay in Mom’s bedroom that night. Not I didn’t know for years the effect my 
only was it a lie that my father had died discovery about Mother had made upon 
in an accident while I was being born, me. I didn’t know that, basically, it had 
Mother didn’t know who he was and the frightened me about men and love. I 
real reason she had been unable to face didn’t know that it would reach far ahead 


the music back in her home town was that _ into the life I would try to create after I 
she knew she was going to become a_ actually did marry. 

mother; that her child would be a name- Mother noticed the change in me after 
less child—a child of violence. that nightmare night when I read her 


diary. She didn’t understand why I was 
T FIRST, selfishly, I began to feel the so much more considerate than ever, and 
~* weight of personal tragedy. It’s not ex- why I spent so much more time at home 
actly pleasant to learn so unexpectedly studying. It made her happy though, un- 
that you are illegitimate. Then I began til after I’d graduated from high school 
to understand something of the dreadful with the highest standing in the class and 
experiences through which Mother had _ she suddenly realized that I didn’t have 
lived and how much courage she had been a boy friend, had no interest in parties 
capable of. She had shielded me, created and social events and was what she kid- 
a heritage for me which I could think of dingly called “anti-social.” 
with pride. Many a girl in her situation Arguing with her was no good. She 
would have done anything to keep from insisted that I start getting around with 
bringing a child into the world. But the kids in my set. When I became a col- 
Mother had loved me very much, even be- lege freshman, Mom gave a_ surprise 
fore | was born. She must have. party for me on my birthday. That was 
How I wished I could take the tension when I met Vic. 
and strain from her which still must be 
inside her as she lived a lie to make me JiC BRADFORD was the nephew of 
happy. Should I carry through with my one of our neighbors. His folk lived in 
original decision to confess I’d read the Virginia. They were up against pretty 
diary. Why couldn’t I do that and why _ tough times, what with having nine other 
couldn’t I put her at ease for the first time children to take care of besides Vic. He 
in many years. I’d let her know that I was the oldest and had given up school to 
knew the great sacrifices she’d made for help his widowed mother support the 
me; that I loved her even more than ever; brood. Vic’s aunt and uncle, who were 
that she no longer had to try to hide the _ fairly well fixed, had offered to bring him 
ugliness from me. North and send him to college. In the 











You can’t beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 
signed just for you. 


And it’s there every month in TAN. 
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1] COVERS GRAY HAIR 


Wm. J. Brandt’s 


LIQUID 
EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gray 
















with a toothbrush 
r swab dtes it. 
No pack, No mess. 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 


No one will suspect your = has been dyed. Leave: 
it soft and lustrous - — BO Cay no streake—no 
spots—just a un ort REDDIE 
WILL NOT. TURN “THE "HAIR REDDISH 
It will not rub off ys on several a 
Shampooing, sea a — permanent wavin: 
rling or straightening iron—nothing takes it 
You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or 
how caus 
Wonderful for Touching Up 


You can put it on just where need 
ver other dyes or where powdered peanes have been 


Price 
3 cash with order or o.25 c.0. D. ‘inetualng 
< eer through department store. 
ru us. Give ful Jocal address. Money 
ack “if not a satisfied. 


AIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-9, Tiz E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 


1 as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 


TWOTONENYLON SEAT COVERS 


For that NEW LOOK in your car 


¢ EASY TO $938 nm 


INSTALL 
, © DURABLE, ppd. 
\ WASHABLE or C.O.D. 
\ Dresses up your car's in- 
terior. Washable, gives 
your upholstery long- 
lasting beauty & protec- 
tion. To install, simply 
slip over seats. In navy 
green, tan and white combinations. 
$2 98 for front split, or front or back solid. Set $5.75 
Add 25¢ postage or sent C.O.D 
10 DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


MARDO SALES CORP. Dept. P-72 
| 480 Lexington Ave. New York 17, N.Y. 


Morners Frienp 




































The soothing, 
refreshing skin con- 
ditioner that pene- 
trates and brings 
relief to numbing, 
tingling muscles in 
back and legs... 
ends the dis- 
comfort of 
/ tight, dry 
skin. 














At Drug Stores Everywhere. 


THE S.S.S. COMPANY, ATLANTA, GA, 
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meantime, they would send Vic’s mother 
money monthly to make up for the income 
Vic had been contributing. 

I didn’t know any of this the night of the 
party. All I knew was that Vic was posi- 
tively the best-looking boy I’d met. I 
liked his shy manner and the eager way 
he talked once you got under the reticence 
of him. I convinced myself that I spent 
so much time dancing and talking with 
Vic at my party because he didn’t seem 
able to hit it off with anyone else, because 
he was new and strange to the crowd. 
Actually, I liked him immensely and didn’t 
want to admit it to myself. 

Mother knew it, though. Even though 
she teased me about it the next day, I 
could tell she was relieved and happy that 
I was at last beginning to act like a real 
girl. Vic enrolled in the same college I 
was attending and we fast became close 
friends. Funny, all the time we were in 
school together, neither Vic nor I had any 
ideas about a romantic attraction develop- 
ing between us. We shared common in- 
terests in reading, music and predicting 
fabulous futures for ourselves. 

We went everywhere together and every- 
one who knew us assumed that we were 
sweethearts. It wasn’t true then—or at 
least we didn’t realize it. But there was 
never any other girl for him and no other 
fellow for me. It seemed perfectly nat- 
ural that way. 

It was Vic who made the first move to 
change the direction of our relationship. 
It happened right after our graduation 
from college and when I was ready to go 
through with my plan to go to New York 
to take some special work in design and 
to serve an apprenticeship in a big shop 
owned by a friend of Mother’s. Vic and I 
were driving out in a suburban part of the 
city when suddenly he pulled the car over 
to the side of a darkened road, shut off 
the motor and turned to me. 

“Jean,” he said seriously. “I’ve been 
wondering if you realize that we love each 
other.” 

I doubted my ears. I decided to stall 
to find out if it was possible that my light- 
hearted buddy, Vic was actually talking 
this way. 

“Don’t be silly, honey,” I told him fond- 
ly. “Of course I know we love each other. 
After all these years—” 

Vic’s voice went husky. 

“Don’t play with me,” he told me al- 
most roughly. “I don’t mean that way. I 
mean this way.” 

The next thing I knew, I had been 
snatched into his arms and Vic was kiss- 
ing me hungrily, passionately. Vic was 
holding me tight to him so that it seemed 
I could never get away. 

That wasn’t the surprise although it was 
a shock. The surprise was that I didn’t 
want to get away. The surprise was that 
something inside me burst like rockets; 
that a welling, pent-up, frightening, sweet 





surge swept over me so that I wanted j 
cry, to laugh, and most of all, to keep 
kissing and being kissed by Vic. 

When he released me gently, the magi 
was gone and instead, I was suddenly 
shaken with a cold dread and fear—almoy 
a repulsion. I reacted by breaking dow) 
into a torrent of tears. 

Vic couldn’t understand the outburst, 
Neither could I. He talked to me gently, 
patiently. He pointed out to me that noy 
I knew what he had learned—that we did 
truly love each other. He had been awak. 
ened to it with the thought of my going to 
New York for a couple of years and per. 
haps meeting someone else. He begged 
and pleaded with me not to go, not to 
leave him. He wanted us to get married 
right away. He had a job lined up with 
one of the local real estate offices. He 
figured that after a couple of years of 
learning the ropes and saving money, he 
could become a broker and open his own 
office. 

I argued, explained and protested. | 
told Vic I couldn’t forsake my plans for 
my own future. I pleaded that we weren't 
ready to get married. We were too young. 
Life was too insecure. 

Vic kept asking me if I loved him. | 
had to admit I did although something 
cold and clammy kept reaching at my 
heart when I said it. Semething kept 
warning me that this was wrong, that it 
couldn’t work this way. 

I was stubborn about going to New 
York. Within the next few days, however. 
Mother teamed up with Vic to make me 
change my mind. I guess I really wanted 
to change it anyhow, deep down inside. 
Mother told me that she appreciated fully 
what I wanted to do to help her. She said 
she didn’t want to influence me, but, she 
argued, that if I loved Vic enough, I ought 
to sacrifice my own plans to become his 
life partner. 

“Never postpone happiness, dear,” she 
said. 

I could see that she really wanted the 
marriage. By that time, I did, too, des 
perately. Only, whenever Vic and I were 
alone, kissing each other and yielding to 
the harmless temptations which confront 
young people in love I was racked with 
fears and with doubts. 


DIDN’T find out how serious the fears 

and doubts were until our wedding 
night. Then, at this most tender of all 
times in a girl’s life, the shadow of a long 
lurking fear moved across my heart. 

When Vic put his arms_possessively 
about his bride that night, he found me 
changed into a_ hysterical, shivering, 
trembling woman who chilled his very 
bones with what seemed to be complete 
rejection to him. He was sweet and un- 
derstanding about it. He knew so much 
more about life than I. He told me that 
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often this happened when people were 
frst married. By facing the situation with- 
out shame and talking frankly about it, 
being patient with each other and trying 
to get at the root of the trouble, we could 
conquer it. 

Vic was much too optimistic. Things 
went the same way, night after night, for 
months. Vic suggested a doctor and I 
shuddered at the idea. I had the wild fear 
that a doctor would probe not so much the 
physical reasons for my strange behavior 
as he would the psychological reasons. I 
knew exactly what the trouble was. Only 
I couldn’t tell anyone. Not even Vic. 

As much as I loved my husband, I was 
powerless to defeat the phenomenon which 
dominated me every time he took me into 
his arms in our marriage bed. 

Every time he took me into his arms, I 
saw as clearly as one sees the full moon, 
a wild-eyed, ugly man holding his hand 
over the mouth of a girl and ripping off 
her clothes. The girl’s face was my mo- 
ther’s face. 

So here I was now, back home—a wom- 
an in love with a man but unable to give 
herself to him. Here I was a married 
woman not truly married. It couldn’t go 
on like this. I would have to give Vic up 
—let him get a divorce—release him to 
find some normal happiness with some 
normal girl. It would almost kill me to 
do it, but it was the only thing I could do. 

At least, I believe that was the only way 
out for me as I lay across the bed in the 
dear, old room where I grew up and 
knew so many happy moments. 

Now it was the second day Id been 
away from Vic. I hadn’t been able to 
sleep or relax, thinking about him. Now 
that my decision was made—hard a deci- 
sion as it was—I was able to succumb to 
sheer exhaustion and fall asleep. I 
thought I was dreaming when I opened 
my eyes to find Vic sitting there at the 
side of my bed. I rubbed my eyes and 
found out I wasn’t dreaming. He leaned 
over and kissed me gently. He looked 
happy—like he used to look before we 
got married. 

“Vic,” I exclaimed. “Why did you 
come? Is something wrong?” 

Inside of me, although I was thrilled to 
see him, I resented Vic’s violating our 
agreement by barging in on me like this. 

He laughed the old hearty laugh which 
I hadn’t heard for months. 

“No, Jean baby, nothing’s wrong,” he 
told me. “In fact, everything’s going to 
be all right now.” 

My eyes widened with disbelief. Vic 
put a finger over my lips, holding back 
the curious stream of questions I wanted 
to ask. 

“I'm going downstairs for a few min- 
utes, darling,” he said. “Mother is com- 
ing in to talk with you. Then I'll be 
back.” 


I was almost consumed with suspense. 


When Mother came in, she sat down on 
my bed and took me in her arms. 

“T want you to listen to me, dear.” she 
said. “I want you to hold your tongue 
while you listen. Don’t interrupt until I'm 
finished.” 

She told me some amazing things. She 
had known all along that I had discov- 
ered her secret. She had wanted to talk 
to me about it after she came home the 
night after I'd read the diary. She knew 
I had read it because I had put it back 
in the bookcase in a slightly different posi- 
tion from the way she had always kept it. 
She had also found one tiny clipping 
which, in my excitement, I had dropped 
on the floor and which had fallen under 
her dresser. She had decided not to say 
anything to me until I said something to 
her. 

She knew what I was going through but, 
when [| didn’t bring the matter up, she 
decided that was the way I wanted it. She 
had a hint of my reasons for changing so 
after I’d learned her secret. She also had 
a hint that my guilty knowledge could af- 
fect my attitude toward boys and love and 
marriage. That was why she had per- 
suaded me to stop being a stay-at-home. 
That was why she had encouraged my 
marriage so early. She had hoped all her 
fears about me were over. 

When I had come home, leaving Vic, 
Moms sensed what had happened. With- 
out saying a word to me, she had sent for 
him and told him the story that I hadn’t 
dared tell anyone. 

“Now, Vic understands and 
know that I know what has been in your 
mind. That should make a difference, 
Jean,” Moms told me. “It always makes 
a difference when you don’t feel that 
you're carrying a secret burden all by 
yourself. After all these years, I ought 
to know. Besides, Jean, you don’t have to 
worry about me any more. I’ve met a very 
nice, quite respectable and good-looking 
businessman who is waiting for an an- 
swer. If you tell me that you think you 
and Vic can be happy now, I'll tell him 
‘yes’.” 

Tears were shining in my eyes and my 
heart seemed so light. 

“Tell him ‘yes.’ Oh, tell him,” I plead- 
ed. I was going to have a father after all 
and I had a feeling that the nightmares 
I'd experienced when Vic held me in his 


now you 


arms over. I was anxious to 


back home with him to find out if I was 
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Behind My Husband’s Back 


(Continued from Page 17) 


eight years traveling, strange things had 
happened. Carl had saved me from the 
loneliness, and restored much of the gay, 
fun-loving part of me that existed during 
my happy college days. And then, the rear- 
ing of children, the running of a home and 
the responsibilities of a wife had again 
robbed me of the feeling of freedom and 
fun. I had recaptured the feeling once, and 
while I had accepted the loss of it with the 
death of my parents, I now strongly re- 
ented having it taken away from me again. 
The dreariness had set in, and the pres- 
ures had been building, building. 


TOW, A telephone call had linked me 
to the thrilling past that I was begin- 
ing to dig forcefully from the graveyard 

f my memory. Jack Stubbs was back, and 
he wanted to see me! 

Guiltily, I thought of Carl still sleeping 

pstairs. How brazen could I be, telling 

nother man I could see him anytime when 
[ was a married woman? But on the other 
hand, why couldn’t I see Jack? After all, 
1e was an old friend, and marriage did not 

ean that you must shut the door on old 
friends. Why couldn’t he come to the house 
for dinner, even, and meet Carl? Certainly 
there was nothing wrong with that. People 
lid it all the time. 

But I couldn’t have Jack come to din- 
ner and meet Carl—Carl would not be 
there. This was the night he went back to 

rk. During our marriage, he had 
hanged his work hours to alternating 

fts, two weeks daytime and two weeks at 
night. 

And was having Jack home to dinner to 
meet Carl really what I wanted anyway? 
No. I had to admit, it wasn’t. I wanted it 
to be the old Jack and the old me that met, 
ind I wanted it to be the old, gay times. 
[ did not want us to be meeting again eight 
years and a marriage and three children 
later. I wanted us to be meeting eight 
years ago. I wanted us to have the same 
orange moon hanging high in the same 
midnight-blue sky as there had been the 
first night we kissed back on campus. 

Suddenly I shook my head to brush away 
the thought. “Don’t be silly, I told myself 
harply, romance is for school girls. Y ou’re 


practically going on middle-age. And what 
of Jack? Hadn’t things changed for him, 


too, in eight years? He wasn’t likely to 
be the dashing cavalier of college days. 
lhe war and all must have taken its toll. 
His face was probably drawn and serious, 

| his hair a little thinner. He probably 
had a wife and kids and lived in a GI 
house. He was probably as dull as Carl 


But no, not Jack. He would never be 
and he wasn’t as old as Carl. Be- 


sides, he sounded like the same old Jack on 
the phone, full of energy and enthusiasm. 
He was probably making lots of money 
and driving a big car and still a dashing 
bachelor. Yes. that would be Jack. 

The thought that I must not see him was 
just as quickly dispelled by the curiosity 
that said I had to see him. Youw’re being 
silly again, I was saying to myself shortly. 
If Jack is all you think he is, what interest 
would he have in a frumpy old housewife 
like you? 

The excitement of Jack’s telephone call 
sent a new surge of energy through me. 
and I began sailing into my housework. 
Within an hour, the kitchen was clean and 
gleaming; the dishes, cereal boxes, milk 
bottles and pots all put away. Then I 
dusted the living room furniture, and ran 
an oil mop over the floor. By the time I 
reached the boys’ bedroom, I had turned 
several plans over in my head. There was, 
of course. the possibility that I would not 
even hear from Jack again. But if he did 
call later, as he said he would, and if he 
still wanted to see me, I would have to 
meet him somewhere, rather than have him 
come to the house. We certainly couldn’t 
have much conversation with the kids 
around under foot. Besides. it would really 
give Jack a chance to see how tied down 
and housewifey I had become. No, Jack 
would probably ask me out to dinner any- 
way. I could wear that slinky black cock- 
tail dress that Carl had given me two years 
ago in a moment of careless Christmas 
shopping. We hadn’t been anyplace I could 
wear it. 

I checked my house money to see if there 
was enough for me to get away. Yes. I 
could afford to have the neighbor’s teenage 
daughter, Mary, come and baby-sit tonight. 
As long as I beat Carl home—he wouldn’t 
get off until one-thirty in the morning with 
another half-hour on the bus—everything 
would be all right. 

Oh, it all seemed so wrong! But it 
seemed so necessary. I was excited about 
something for the first time in years. I had 
something to do, something to be alive for. 

Then I heard Carl stirring in the next 
room, and suddenly I frightened. 
When the house was quiet with nobody 
moving but me, all of my thoughts seemed 
a secret, and the success of my _ plans 
seemed to depend entirely upon me. Now, 
hearing Carl awake, I realized what I was 
actually doing—planning to see another 
man behind his back! To do such a thing 
had never occurred to me before, and now 
I was frightened that I would be caught at 
it. Suppose Carl decided not to go to work 
today? Then things would not work out 
at all as I had imagined. Or maybe he 
would come home early, not feeling well or 





was 


something, and find me gone? No, Cay] 
was never sick. And if he did come home 
early for some reason, which had happened 
only two or three times in our eight year; 
of marriage, I could always say that the 
bridge club I used to belong to had been 
short a partner. and called at the last mip. 
ute and begged me to come. It had hap. 
pened a few times after I dropped out be. 
cause of the children. There was nothing 
to really worry about. 

“Are you ready for some breakfast. 
dear?” T called to my husband. 

“In a few minutes,” he said from the 
bathroom. 

“T think you’re going to have to call the 
television man,” I told him in the kitchen 
a short while later. “The picture went out 
last night.” 

“Damn!” Carl said. “It’s the picture 
tube this time for sure. The guy put a 
booster on it when he was here a few 
months ago. He said the next time the 
picture went, it would be the tube. That'll 
cost us forty bucks.” 

Forty dollars! 1 thought. How on earth 
could we afford it? There never seemed to 
be enough money nowadays as it was. We 
were always scrimping and budgeting, try- 
ing to make ends meet, trying to get a 
dollar or two put aside. 

Life hadn’t always been that way, | 
recalled. If money was a problem with my 
parents. I never knew anything about it. 
And while there were girls in school who 
had more than I did, certainly I didn’t want 
for anything. But now money was always 
the big problem, and I wondered if it might 
not always be so. This was something else 
that Carl and marriage and children had 
brought me: constant worry about money. 
I was so sick of it all, and I could not help 
but blame Carl for it at that moment. 

I was glad when time finally came for 
him to leave for work. “I’Tl try to get in 
without waking you when I come home 
tonight.” he said. “I know you've had it 
kind of rough for the past few days.” 

He kissed me lightly on the cheek and 
left. 


T HAD JUST finished making the kids a 
mid-afternoon snack of peanut butter 
and crackers when Jack called. 

“Okay, Pumpkin,” he said merrily, “let's 
get this show on the road.” 

“Well .” I said hesitantly, waiting 
for his suggestion. 

“Tell you what,” he said suddenly, “I've 
got some important phone calls coming in 
to my hotel, so why don’t I beat it back 
there and you join me for dinner. By that 
time, all the business should be over and 
we can take off.” 

I waited momentarily before answering. 
Yes, I could manage it. I had figured it 
all out. But I hadn’t counted on meeting 
Jack at his hotel. It seemed sort of— 
well, so what? I was already sneaking out 
behind Carl’s back, wasn’t 1? What added 
difference did going to a man’s hotel 
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make? After all, when people came in 
from out of town, they had to live some- 
where. That’s what hotels were for. 

“Okay, Jack,” I finally replied. “Is seven 
all right?” 

“Perfect!” he said enthusiastically. He 
gave me the address of the hotel and his 
room number before hanging up. 

Immediately I launched into a new flurry 
of activity, telephoning Mary to make the 
baby-sitting arrangements, putting my hair 
up in curlers, getting dinner ready for the 
kids. And the children. sensing my hurry, 
were angels about everything. giving me a 
dight twinge of guilt as I hurried them 
through their meal and into the bathtub. 

I was blowing on my freshly-lacquered 
fingernails when Mary arrived at twenty 
minutes of seven, and I had to splurge an- 
other dollar on a cab to get to Jack’s hotel 
in time. 

For the tiniest part of a moment in the 
hotel lobby, I felt I wanted to take flight, 
to run away from the eyes of bellboys and 
clerks and guests who all seemed to be 
staring at me. Then I told myself that it 
was simply my imagination, and that in 
minutes I would be seeing Jack—my Jack. 
I had no right to think of him that way 
now. I knew, and I was not sure I would 
even want to, but somehow it felt thrilling 
just the same, and my heart seemed to 
take wings with the swift ascent of the 
elevator. 

When I reached his floor. I walked with 
swift. nervous steps to Jack’s room number, 
and then, for what seemed like an eternity, 
I stood outside his door. This is it, I 
thought. This is what you’ve been living 
for all day. Only then did I realize that I 
should have telephoned from downstairs. 
I took a deep breath and knocked on the 
door. 

“Eleanor!” Jack boomed as he opened 

“Come in, darling!” 

“Hello, Jack,” I said. trying to sound 
casual despite the electrifying feeling that 
surged through me as Jack took my hand 
and led me into the room. He spun me half- 
way around as he stepped back to give me 
an admiring look. 

“You doll!” he exclaimed. “You are 
positively as gorgeous as ever.” 

It was sheer flattery and I knew it. I 
could stand to trim a little from my hun- 
dred and twenty-eight pounds, and a hint 
of a line here and there had crept into my 
face. Still, it was good to hear Jack lie 
so beautifully. Carl hadn’t said anything 
like that in years. 

I was still blushing like a schoolgirl 
when Jack swept me into his arms and 
kissed me. It wasn’t like the kiss of an old 
sweetheart; not too long and not too ar- 
dent; with just the right degree of intimacy 
of an old friend, yet slightly upsetting. 

“Here, let me take your coat and hat,” 
he said quickly. 

“All finished with the telephone calls?” 
I asked lightly, thinking that perhaps the 
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quicker we got out of his room the better. 

“All but one,” he said. “There’s always 
one joker who delays things.” 

I took a seat he offered me. “You look 
wonderful, Jack,” I said truthfully. The 
years had done him no harm. He looked 
more mature, of course, a little heavier. 
But he was just as handsome, with youth- 
ful vigor and that wide, little boy’s look 
about his eyes. Those eyes, I thought, they 
always did something to me. Even now 
they bored into me, inquisitive, asking me 
if everything was the same, if the spark of 
love was still there, waiting only for the 
gentle breeze of a word or touch to fan it 
into flame. I diverted my glance from him. 
[ did not yet want to answer the question 
in his eyes. 

“This is nice,” I said lamely. waving my 
hand about the room. It was a sitting room 
that led off into another, the bedroom. 

“Oh, don’t talk about this dumpy hotel 
suite.” Jack said quickly, sitting on the 
arm of the chair beside me and taking my 
hand into his. “Tell me about yourself. 
What have you been doing all these 
years (i 

“Well, there isn’t must to tell, Jack. Be- 
sides, you must know some of it. After all, 
you telephoned me and my name isn’t in 
the phone book. You must have learned 
about my husband.” 

“You’re right.” he said. “After I came 
back from Korea, I ran into some of the 
gang from school and somebody told me 
about what happened to your folks and 
had later married some guy 
Carl Mason. Nobody seemed to 
know anything about him, but I remem- 
bered the name, all right, because I knew 
that if I ever found you, I would probably 


that you 


named 


have to do it through him.” 

‘And what about you, Jack?” I asked. 
‘What brings you to this town?” 

“T’m a sales promotion man for National 
explained. “I travel 
iround, getting people who handle our 

oducts to use proper displays showing 
them new sales gimmicks and things like 
that. It’s a good job, but it keeps me 
hopping.” 

“Tt sounds exciting,” I breathed. 

“Tt’s not nearly as exciting as you look,” 


Jistilleries,” he 


he said, peering deep into my eyes. The 
frightened feeling that clutched at my 
heart then must have shown in my face, 
for Jack quickly got up and reached for a 
menu on the glass-topped dresser nearby. 

“Nothing like staying at a first-class 
hotel,” he said cheerfully. “Everything is 
right at your fingertips. What’ll we have 
to eat? [ll have dinner brought right 


HOUR and two steaks later, I was 
lounging back in a deep chair, sipping 
he remains of a second cocktail. I 
warm and comfortable and more re- 

ed than I thought I had ever been in 

y life. Jack was standing at the window, 
lookit g out over the city. 


AN 





“Come and see the view,” he called to 
me. 

I got up and walked over to him. The 
city below was bustling with night time ac- 
tivity. Sleek cars whisked movie goers and 
late diners to and fro. Bright spangles of 
light—red, white, yellow, and blue neons, 
emblazoned the darkness outside, proclaim- 
ing the gaiety of this, an enchanted evening. 

“Beautiful,” I murmured. 

“Yes, you are,” Jack said softly, and 
for the first time I was aware of him stand- 
ing behind me, his arms slipped about my 
waist. I moved my head only slightly as 
his lips brushed over my ear, my cheek 
and my neck. And then, still in his arms, 
I turned to him; my own arms went about 
his neck, and our lips met quickly, hun- 
grily, in the anxious kiss of lovers who 
have been parted too long. 

“Oh Jack, Jack.” I whispered in his ear. 
And only to myself I added: What about 
Carl? Poor Carl. 

“This is the way we were born to be,” 
Jack said, “in each other’s arms.” 

My heart pounded “Yes! Yes!”— 
drowning out the “No! No!” of my con- 
science. 





Introduction 
Rarely does a stranger bring 
What the heart yearns for; 
Love is never half so blind 
Knowing what’s in store 


Platitudes contrariwise, 
I gave myself a shove, 
Small talk flew out the window 
When I said, “Hello—my love!” 


—Mildred Spahr Cuozzo 





“Eleanor,” Jack said suddenly after we 
had kissed again, “I have to leave in the 
morning.” His voice was full of meaning, 
his eyes questioning. 

I knew the question I had to answer. I 
had rationed my love once before, and then 
had lost everything in the world I loved. 
Would I do it again, now that we had 
found each other again, now that there was 
so little time? 

I did not want him to go. But most of 
all, I did not want to lose him again. He 
was the shining knight on the white 
charger who had come to rescue me from 
years of boredom and drudgery. And, if 
he could not take me with him, at least he 
could come and see me again. I had to 
make sure he would want to. I couldn't 
reject him again. I couldn’t have him walk 
out of my life again and not come back. 
and he was leaving in the morning. 

Slowly, I pulled his head toward mine. 
“So little time.” I said. “We must make 
the most of it.” 

Then we were holding each other tight— 
tighter than ever—and our lips were 
meshed in a long and fiery kiss. 


The gentle buzz of the telephone almog 
went unheard in the sound-proofed ecstasy 
of the moment. Insistently it buzzed on wp. 
til Jack turned me loose to answer it. 


“Hello ... Al! How are you? I wa: 
waiting for your call . . . You’re down jn 
the lobby? . . . Well, yeah, fine . . . Come 
on up.” 

I felt disappointment creep through my 
body—a body now flush with desire. 

Jack turned back to me, a shadow of 
disappointment across his face. “Of all the 
damned times to visit.”” he mumbled. 

“Who is it?” I asked. 

“Oh, just a guy I know. I had called 
him earlier but he wasn’t in, so I left g 
message where I was staying. He was com. 
ing this way for a business meeting, so he 
just dropped in. But he says he will only 
be here a minute.” Then he looked at me 
and laughed. “Don’t look so gloomy. He'll 
be gone before you know it.” 

“I'd rather not see him,” I said. “TI hate 
him too much for coming to be very polite 
to him.” 

“Okay.” Jack said, waving one hand to. 
ward the bedroom. “Why don’t you go in 
there and make yourself comfortable while 
I get rid of him.” 

“How comfortable?” I asked teasingly as 
I started in the room. 

“As comfortable as possible,” Jack said. 
with a devilish expression on his face. 


(THERE WAS a knock on the door just 

as I stepped inside the bedroom and 
closed the door. Then I heard the two 
men’s voices, coming clearly through the 
walls. But I did not bother to really listen. 
Already I was slipping out of my low-cut 
black sheath dress. “You’ve done your 
job.” I remarked to it, half aloud. Then | 
walked over and looked at myself in the 
mirror. 

Eleanor Jackson, you’re nearly thirty 
years old, and for the first time in your life 
you’re about to go to bed with a man who 
isn’t your husband. How do you feel? 
The thought came to me as a somewhat 
bitter joke. and I turned away from the 
mirror. I did not want to really decide 
how I felt. I did not really want to think 
about it. 7 only want to hold him, I told 
myself. 

I was conscious again of the voices in 
the other room, and I decided that listen- 
ing to them would keep me from battling 
with my own conscience. 

“It was good of you to come up, Al,” 
Jack was saying. 

“Sure, sure. I wanted to get a look at 
you,” Al replied. “After all, it has been a 
year. Tell me, how are the wife and kids?” 

I had taken loose one stocking and had 
it rolled halfway down my leg. Now I was 
frozen motionless. A wife and kids? Jack 
hadn’t said anything about a wife and kids. 
In nearly two hours of conversation, he 
hadn’t mentioned them! 

“Er, fine, Al, just fine.” I heard Jack 


say, lowering his voice. 
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“Haven't got a third one yet, have you?” 
Al asked. 
“No,” Jack said, still talking lowly, “not 


” 


yet. 
“Oh say, Jack, there was just one other 


thing I wanted to mention about this 
deal—” 

I lost the conversation. The words I had 
just heard were pounding again and again 
in my ears. Why hadn’t Jack told me? 
Why did I have to hear it like this? 

I stared at my half-naked form in the 
mirror, and I despised what I saw. Not 
only had I been willing to ruin my own life, 
but I was about to smear the consequences 
of my sins on the lives of another woman 
and two innocent children. I wanted to 
hold Jack, I had thought. And did his 
wife. too, think she was holding him? If 
she could not do it through the goodness 
of marriage and home and children, how 
could I do it through the evil of illicitness 
and deception? And, if I could hold him, 
would I want to? He was dashing and fun 
and exciting, but he was also a deceitful 
cheat. Was that what I was willing to risk 
akind and true husband and three children 
for? 

By the time Jack’s visitor left, I had my 
dress back on. The door opened then and 
Jack came in, a look of surprise and dis- 
appointment on his face. 

“Hey!” he said. “Is that what you call 
getting comfortable?” 

“[’'m afraid there’s no place like home 
for getting comfortable.” I answered dryly. 
“I think I had better go.” 

It was hard to convince Jack that I 
meant it. “But why?” he demanded. 
“What’s the matter?” 

I told him as best I could. “For a little 
while.” I said, “we tried to forget the last 
eight years. We tried to dismiss them and 
all that happened during them. But you 
can’t toss away the past like that. You 
can’t just reach back and pluck out things 
and toss them away because you wish they 
hadn’t happened. Maybe we don’t want 
things to have changed. but they have— 
we have changed, Jack. At least. I have. I 
wanted you once, Jack. And because I 
didn’t get you, I thought tonight [ still 
wanted you. But you see, I’ve really 
changed. I want what I have got: Carl and 
the children.” 

With my hat and coat now on, I gave 
Jack a quick peck on the cheek, and was 
gone. I was headed home to the modest 
little house with the noisy kids and the 
husband who went to sleep in the chair in 
front of the television. After all these 
years, I had taken my night out, had my 
fling. Like Cinderella. I had been to the 
ball. But for me, once was enough. 


THE END 
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You Can Qualify to 


Earn *50°% to *250° 


in spare hours as a 
Lucky Heart Representative 


Man or woman, experienced or not, you can qualify for one of 
many full or spare time openings. No selling skills needed for this 
respected way to big money and a better life. 


Here’s what you'll do. 


Just call on friends, neighbors, relatives 
to show and demonstrate nationally ad- 
vertised Lucky Heart cosmetics—and you 
let them try these quality products in the 
comfort and convenience of their homes. 
Just show and demonstrate. That’s how 
thousands of others are making Big 
Money today...and you can, too. 


A new way of life is opened. 

Because of the money you'll have, you 
can buy chat new car, home appliances 
-.-other things. You can enjoy family 
vacations, send children to college, sup- 
port your Church. Lucky Heart Repre- 
sentatives write and tell us they are doing 
these things—so we know you can, too. 


Display Case 
Offer! 





MEMPHIS 2, TENN., 


Many are making $50 to $250 in spare 
time. 


It’s no secret. 


No magic either, just follow the Lucky 
Heart Plan and show, demonstrate and 
sell. You don’t need special training or 
skills. And best of all, buying cosmetics 
at home is a trend that’s growing. Cash 
earnings are big year round—so get 
started now. 


Act now! 

Money is waiting right now in your 
neighborhood—sales are easy—profits 
big. Just fill out the coupon below and 
mail it today. We'll rush full details so 
you Can start at once. 


pret’ © Tacky ffeart 


COSMETICS 


Dept. 2-J 








This smart new case comes to 


LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2-J5 

400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 

Yes! | am interested in big money and a better 
way of life. Without cost or obligation rush full 
details and FREE Display Case Offer! 








NAME 
you with beautifully packaged, 
full-size Lucky Heart Cosmetics ADDRESS. 
—exciting new products and 
old established favorites. city 


STATE 
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THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 


c/o your town’s Postmaster. 





AMERICAN CANCER 
SOCIETY 








‘I Know [’m No Angel’ 
—Dinah Washington 


(Continued from Page 25) 


grateful. People like Martha Davis, the 
pianist who loaned me her dress to make 
my first professional picture, Leonard 
Reed and Ambassador to Liberia Richard 
Jones, who got me my first break back in 
1938. The promoters wouldn’t let me sing 
on any of the amateur shows but Reed and 
Jones let me sing at a political rally. 

“One of these days,” Dinah promised, 
“I’m going to write a book and tell the 
truth about a lot of ungrateful people and 
about some club owners I’ve had to 
straighten out. This hasn’t been an easy 
life and more than once I’ve had to tell 
them I was paid to sing and not to serve 
their other ideas.” 

Is Dinah bitter? 
“but I wish people would let me alone. I 
don’t bother anybody and I’m no different 
from the rest of the people and I don’t do 
any more wrong than they do.” 

There is another problem that Dinah 
has that she seldom talks about. “My 
mother.” she says, “has only seen me per- 
form professionally once. She’s very re- 
ligious.” With those two sentences she 
dismissed the thought, outwardly anyway. 
But it appears that Dinah would have been 
a much happier woman had not her moth- 
er disapproved of her career. “But my 
father,” she bubbled, “is a sweetheart. 
When I was singing in the clubs at 15 and 
16, he would take me and bring me home. 
He has always been for me.” 

Today, Dinah wears that indelible mark 
of a woman in love, who knows she’s loved 
in return. Married last spring to tenor 
saxophonist and bandleader, Eddie 
Chamblee, a musician who can even tell 
what key you're talking in, Dinah has 
found new hopes and new dreams, and 
close friends of the pair don’t think they 
are empty ones. Eddie is quiet, soft spoken 
and is probably the only gentle but firm 
hand the Queen has known in her life. 

“He’s really so good to me,” she says. 
They travel together as a musical unit and 
sing duets that bring the house down and 
promise some recording dates in the fu- 
ture. But this, both contend, is only a 
means to an end. They say they want to 
pull away from the bright lights of show 
business, buy a little home somewhere 
with a picket fence. (Dinah gave her 
mother and brothers and sisters a home in 
Northwest Chicago, she and Eddie main- 
tain an apartment in New York and one 
on the Chicago South Side.) 


“No,” she answers, 


“I want to have my two sons with me, 
and Eddie’s little girl by a previous mar- 
riage. I want to be a mother and a house. 
wife and cook all the dishes for my fam- 
ily that they like. I don’t think that’s too 
much to ask from life.” 

It probably isn’t too much to ask out of 
life, but early this year, Dinah came close 
to losing it—life that is. Los Angeles 
police are still looking for the person or 
persons who tried to do the Queen in. It 
was opening night at Sardi’s and an in- 
nocent box of expensive chocolates were 
delivered to her dressing room. Only the 
fact that she was on a diet kept her from 
sampling one of the goodies, goodies filled 
with crushed glass. Who sent it? Dinah 
thinks she knows but she names no names. 
But if she was scared, she didn’t let it stop 
the show. She performed with the same 
dogged courage she displayed in Birming- 
ham, Ala., when she stumbled out of a 
demolished car and did a show filled with 
encores, all the while suffering a dislocat- 
ed jaw and severe bruises. 

Dinah Washington is a person of two 
dimensions, she is good and bad, wise and 
foolish, easy to anger and just as easily 
moved to compassionate tears and expe- 
rience has taught her to be a second add- 
ing machine when it comes to money. In 
Chicago this past June, Dinah went with 
Eddie to buy some sport shirts in the 
Loop. The clerk made an error in totaling 
the bill. She was charging $69. The cor- 
rect amount was $73. Dinah called it to 
her attention and the haughty clerk 
snapped: “If you’d kept your mouth shut, 
you would have saved yourself some 
money.” Retorted the Queen: “Honey a 
few dollars doesn’t mean anything to me, 
I handle thousands regularly.” The clerk 
sneered in disbelief but quickly changed 
to an expression of astonishment when 
Dinah opened her purse, flashed a couple 
thousand dollars under her nose and 
stomped out. 

So no matter what they think of Dinah, 
she will go on living and one day she 
might make a final curtain before the 
footlights and bow into her own kitchen 
surrounded by her loved ones. But what- 
ever fate has in store for high spirited 
Miss D. when the call of the blues singers 
is finally sounded, “Angel” will not be 
what they'll name her, but “I’m so mean 
an’ evil, even rain don’t fall on me,” won't 


fit either. THE END 
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One Husband Enough? 


(Continued from Page 9) 


en, like Florence, engage in extra-marital 
relations not because of their husband’s 
ynfaithfulness but because they feel “love- 
starved.” Puzzled by her husband’s lack 
of enthusiasm in the bedroom, a wife may 
fel that her sex drive is stronger than 
her mate’s. Instead of talking it over, she 
may be an easy prey for seduction. “I 
love my husband but I don’t want our 
marriage to split up because of incom- 
patibility. It’s easier this way,” one un- 
happy wife confided. Ironically, she was 
using illicit love to keep her marriage 
together. 

Many reported cases of “rape” involv- 
ing married women occur after a wife 
decides to take an extra-marital fling and 
is discovered by her husband. Nympho- 
mania, the excessive desire for a woman 
to engage in sexual activity, is another 
excuse to indulge in varied sexual experi- 
ences outside of marriage. But woman 
who calls herself a “nymphomaniac” is 
usually only a victim of a stronger sex 
drive than that of her husband. 

Sex, for the emotionally immature wife, 
represents the forbidden. She is sudden- 
ly adventurous and anxious to explore. 
Having refused to indulge in premarital 
relations, once married, she may feel that 
she has “missed something.” And with a 
wedding band as security and a cold or 
disinterested husband, many wives feel 
free to play the field. Statistics show that 
women in their late thirties and early for- 
ties are the most eager. Young women 
between 15 and 20 and 45 to 50 have 
fewer extra-marital relations because they 
are either still interested in their hus- 
bands, or are burdened with the cares of 
motherhood. 

Surprisingly enough, a woman with 
hidden homosexual tendencies may use 
extra-marital relations as a way to com- 
pensate or to prove her “normality.” 
Eventually, however, she rejects lover 
after lover just as she rejected her hus- 
band. Carolyn, who imagined herself as 
an “ugly duckling” in her teens, turned 
all her aggressiveness against her hus- 
band. Although he was faithful and lov- 
ing, she had several affairs in an effort to 
make him jealous. When she confessed 
and was forgiven, she became angry. Her 
own childhood frustrations motivated her 
desire for promiscuity. 

There are many women who feel and 
g0 on to prove that one husband is not 
enough to satisfy them. Anxious to prove 
she is still young, and panicky about los- 
ing her sexual charms, some women will 
flaunt society’s code without a second 
thought. Kinsey reports that whenever 
the extra-marital experiences were satis- 
factory and did not involve the wife in so- 
cial or personal difficulties, the act was 


Tepeated. Society, more broad-minded 











What a picture you'll make with your 
LOVELY NADINOLA COMPLEXION 


hye your complexion welcome 
*‘close-ups’’? Is it clear and 
bright, lovely and light? If not, you 
owe it to yourself to try NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream, that marvelous 
skin beautifier, right away! 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 


Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
jy, greaseless. Lightens 
nd lessens shine— 
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FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness~75c and $1.25 LY 








Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


So get NADINOLA right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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\en 4v¢ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 

















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long. lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


Our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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3! RAVEEN bept. 1-9 a 

Honey back qu arantee SI 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. : 

7 : S| Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no i 

Try RAVEEN according to direc- §4| risk offer i 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 5 | ()! enclose $1.20 O Send C.0.D. plus postage ff 
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than formerly, recognizes the complex- 
ity of a woman’s sexual needs but still 
disapproves of her extra-marital activities, 
although it may condone her pre-marital 
experiences. 

Pregnancy is still the biggest jeopardy 
which most women face in extra-marital 
relationships. “If a wife is unfaithful,” 
warns Chicago psychiatrist Dr. Walter 
Adams, “It will do no good to confess 
to her husband. She should tell some- 
one who is obligated to keep it a secret. 
such as a minister or doctor.” More than 
the fear of pregnancy, extra-marital ac- 
tivities usually result in guilt feelings 
which upset normal husband and wife re- 
lationships. According to our social and 
moral code, the promiscuous wife is 
“rocking the marriage boat.” 

The emotionally immature wife who 
feels that marriage is monotonous and 
unromantic, may shift the blame of mari- 
tal difficulties on her mate. Because her 
husband “takes her for granted,” she may 
forget that most men are undemonstrative 
after marriage. “I spend all my time 
earning money to support the wife and 
kids. If I didn’t love them, would I do 
it?” asks one husband who eventually 
divorced his wife because of infidelity. 
Every marital indiscretion shows that 
something is wrong with the persons in- 
volved. 

Is one husband enough? He’s enough 
for the widows, divorcees and spinsters 
who wish they had one! 





Teen-Age Stepmother 


(Continued from Page 21) 


Spurred by my fear, I gave a mighty pull 
and slowly, creakingly, the switch moved. 
Irushed to Sally and pulled her free. 

I'll never know how I managed to get 
her back to the house before I collapsed, 
but before I blacked out I remember say- 
ing aloud, “She’s a child . . . she’s Elmo’s 
child . . . I can’t let anything happen to 
a 

I was little more than 18 years old, but 
that night I became a woman. 

When I came to, Elmo was bending over 
me, his face full of concern. My legs were 
numb, but sharp pains shot through the 
rest of my body. “The baby... ?” I 
whispered. 

“Doctor Wells says he'll be all right,” 
Elmo assured me. “He got here a little 
early, but they’ve got him in an incubator. 
You just take it easy. darling.” 

I closed my eyes and murmured a prayer 
of thanks. I felt a movement on the other 
side of the bed. I opened my eyes and saw 
Sally standing there, her eyes bright with 
tears. 

“IT didn’t mean what I said,” she stam- 
mered. “I do want a brother. He’s such a 
cute baby—Mother.” 

I reached out and gripped her hand. 
“Thank you, honey,” I said, smiling. Then 
Iclosed my eyes and slept peacefully. 


THE END 





Today—all over America women are discovering 


0 Douche Protects Like Zonitors 


Gynecologist reports on new, 


easy, more positive method 


of Feminine Hygiene—provides continuous protection. 





At last, science has developed 
a method of feminine hygiene 
a woman can use with confi- 
dence because it gives the 
germicidal protection of an 
antiseptic douche— but does 
it immediately and for a pro- 
longed period—as no douche 
ican. So quick and easy, this 
new method depends on re- 
markable vaginal supposito- 
ries, called Zonitors. 

Once inserted, Zonitors dis- 
solve gradually, coating tis- 
sues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours — and 
are ready to work instantly. 
Zonitors guard against — de- 
stroy odors completely, too— 
j helping to maintain a high 
| degree of comfort, conven- 





ience, safety and personal 

daintiness not possible with 

douches. 
Zonitors’ amazing effective- 
f ness is due to one of the most 
potent antiseptic principles 
ever developed—the discovery 
of a prominent surgeon and 
chemist. 


Doctor’s Discovery—Hospital Proved! 
Zonitors were thoroughly 
tested in a large Eastern hos- 
, pital. The supervising gyne- 





cologist pronounced them un- 
usually effective, yet safe and 
non-irritating. They are now 
available without prescrip- 
tion in local drugstores. 

Zonitors are greaseless and 
stainless — cost little for 12 
dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually 
packed to carry conveniently 
in a purse. 





Dunbar Laboratories, 
Mountain View, N.J., Dept. T-9 


Please send me trial supply of 
Zonitors and new booklet giving 
complete intimate facts (mailed in 
plain wrapper). I enclose 10¢ to 
cover handling. 
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Offer good only in the US. 
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Here's a special pair of fun dice that certainly 
can do wonders. It’s amazingly easy to predict 
numbers, perform amusing tricks. No one can 
guess the hidden “‘secret” unless you tell them! 
Display amazing “contro!” yet the real reason is 
cleverly concealed from everyone. Funand fasci- 
nation! Easy directions explain details. Perform 
many “magic” tricks! Price only $4.98. Get a pair 
today. Send no money. Just name and address. 
On arrival, pay postman only sg postage. 
Address Hollister-White Co., Dept. 504-D 
3016 W.Van Buren St., Chicago 12, 111. 


GRAY HAIR STAYS 
DYED FOREVER 


WHERE DYED THE LADY LENNOX WAY 
And your gray, faded, streaked, old- 
looking hair is INSTANTLY dyed a 
glistening, lovely, jet black on contact 
with Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. No 
waiting! Can’t rub off, come off on pil- 
lows, or wash off. Only new hair that 
grows out has to be touched up at scalp 
line. Hair looks natural, younger, more 
beautiful. Any woman or man can do 
perfect job. Lady Lennox DOES NOT 
hurt marcels or straightened hair. Mrs. 
E. R. writes, “Lady Lennox did wonders 
for my hair.” Mrs. I. M. writes, “Lady 
Lennox is the best I ever used.” And, 
Lady Lennox Hair Coloring has been 
proven by over 6,000,000 packages sold! 
It’s the world’s largest seller at only 
60c plus tax! At druggists, or DOUBLE 
BOTTLE treatment (Jet Black, Black 
or Dark Brown) sent postpaid for $1.00 
plus 10c tax (total $1.10) or, sent C.O.D. 
for $1.50. Send money and save 40c. Sat- 
isfaction guaranteed or money back. 
LADY LENNOX CO., Box 2027, Dept. T 
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DREAM FIGURE? 


Satin lastex front and back panels combine with nylon 
power-net sides to mold your figure into fashion’s ver- 
sion of the perfect womanly form. 

The DREAM FIGURE ALL-IN-ONE, eliminates pinching 
or rolling. Has 
long front zip- 
per for ease in 
slipping in and 
out. Criss-cross 
walk-a-way de- 
sign gives free- 
™ dom of move- 
ment when 
bending, sit- 
ting, stretching 
or walking. 
The DREAM 
FIGURE has 
wonder- 
ful ‘‘hold in’’ 
power that’s 
comfortable and 
effective to 
properly shape 
your torso. No 
Bones abceut it. 
Makes you look 
slim, yet lets 
you feel free 





@ Exciting 
fluid drape. 


@ Unbroken 
line from bust- 
line to thigh. 


@ High bos- 
omed bandeau. 


@ Gives a flat 
tummy, a neat 
back view, yet 
permits round- 
ed hips. 


$5.95 


32-36 pink or white 


4 32-42 panty girdle style $6.95 


A cup 
B cu 
cu 


Sizes 








‘ 
| 35 So. Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. | 
| Please send “DREAM FIGURE.” I want to try on | 

approval for 10 days. If I am not completely satisfied, 
| I may return for refund of purchase price. | 
( ) } enstese §......... You pay postage. | 

| ( ) Send C.0.D. 1 will pay postal charges. 

| ( ) Regular Girdle ()) omy Girdle l 

i ij eae 

Piney es 8 | Eeepeetonte: 
| extra crotches at 49¢ each. | 
| y BONS... .- MAB. 00 <.00:025 | 
} (Save approx. 70ce by sending check or Money order.) | 
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BeMAN HAIR STYLES 





=- 


LOVABLE 
CHIGNON 
COVERS OF \w0eT nase COS 
005 UNO + VURT STV UTM 


ORDER BY MAIL... State Shade: Black— On Siac 

a pee ° - Satpes os gen en aioe othe of 
air Style and price. ‘os! n 

send Money and Company nave Postawe. ge 
MADAM JONES COMPANY— Dept. W-329 

2451 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago tM lilinois 
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“MAMBO” 
Medalo Bop #220 


Styled differentiy for 
the uasishibited with 
a flare for the sew 
creative spirit of life. 
Choice of clear or 


ms 3 25 











Protective Not Corrective 


Send for the free booklet showing sweet 
and sassy bops. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Brooklyn 35, N. Y. Dept. YG-9 


Bleach and Glow 


AMAZING 


NEW WAY 
\\o1 TO Wf, 


i 


>= LIGHTER 2 
~ SKINS” 








7 'y l \'* 
° Lightens! © Clears! 
* Conceals Spots, © Makes Skin 
Biemishes! Glow! 


nagic lightening and clearing action 

Makes dull, dark, rough skin 
brighter, more alluring! Specially 
i to dry up blackhead bumps; con- 
y spots, blemishes, tiny lines. Order 
* Glow at once by mail. Use as or- 

indation cream. Skin begins to 
ighten, become more radiant im- 
y or money back! Order now: Bleach 
Box 2505, Memphis, Tenn. 
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TrrrtrtrifttteelelLlLeeS 


LONG-AID CO. DEPT. Te. ——— Ea 
BP. 0. Box 2505 vee = a 
a Memphis wana = az =i 

® Bleach & Glow Cream © | -*.25~/) > 
® ate ey-back guarantee * —— =a 
OO (includes Fed. tax and all a 
& 
larges) Nothing more to pay a 
o Oo. D I will pay postman $1 50 
‘ save 50c when you send $1.00 with ff 
i: ~ 
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Young and Crazy 


(Continued from Page 38) 


ous in this one instance: I got $300! 

She took me to the train. 

She gave me a last-minute lecture. 

I was nothing but a puppet and she was 
pulling my string. 

As I left her standing on the platform 
at the Union Station in Los Angeles that 
early September evening. tall, slender and 
solemn, I was almost glad for a moment 
that I was going to enter college 3,000 
miles from home. Maybe, I thought, this 
could be a blessing in disguise. I would 
miss my girl friends, but I wouldn’t be un- 
der Aunt Jessica’s domination for a long 
time. Maybe, I thought, this isn’t such a 
bad idea after all. 

But if I had known then what I know 
now, I would have stayed home, gladly. I 
would have run from that train, hugged 
my rigid Aunt Jessica and begged her to 
send me to a convent. But I was dumb. I 
had no way of knowing that in less than 
24 hours I would be leaping out of the 
frying pan into the fire, falling in love 
with a man who would take my whole 
heart and give it a steady, excruciating 
pain! 


ROR TLY AFTER the train pulled out 

of Los Angeles, I climbed into my 
lower berth and went to sleep. I slept 
soundly. I didn’t even dream. I should 
have been excited, taking my first cross- 
country trip, but I wasn’t. The next morn- 
ing, while the train paused in a brief stop 
in a small Western city, I went to break- 
fast in the dining car. 

When [I returned from breakfast, I dis- 
covered that the Pullman porters 
packed up all the berths and converted the 
entire car into a coach for day-riding. I 
was first surprised, then panic-struck, to 
see that a soldier was sitting in “my” seat 
by the window. 

As I came down the aisle, walking a bit 
drunkenly because the train was rolling 
on rough tracks, a mere glance told me 
that he was far more handsome than any 
man I’d ever imagined could be. His hair 
was pretty, almost straight and_ black, 
freshly trimmed. His brows were full and 
perfectly shaped by nature. His eyes, I 
could see as I neared the seat, 
set, and his features were a complete work 
of art in bronze. I guessed that he was in 
his 30’s. And, my, how that natty, 
tenant’s uniform fitted him! 

Yet, I wasn’t attracted to him. Rather 
I was frightened by his presence in my 
seat. This was a crisis for me. All sorts 
of silly thoughts ran through my head: 
Suppose the railroad had sold the same 
berth and seat twice. Suppose I had been 
using the wrong ticket. If | went and sat 
down beside the soldier, would he get 
fresh with me? 


had 


were well- 


lieu- 


Aunt Jessica had warned me about men, 
particularly about servicemen. 

“They’re only out for what they can 
get.” she had said. And she made their 
ambitions sound awfully dirty with the 
raspy tone of her voice. 

I thought about Aunt Jessica’s warning 
as I fidgeted around, slowly approaching 
my seat in the Pullman car. 

Maybe, I thought, this soldier saw me 
on the train earlier and he’s sitting in my 
seat on purpose. 

As you can see, I was a goof, a pure- 
bred innocent, and I felt like it. 

But I tried to gather my wits. I hadn’t 
been the dumbest girl in Manual Arts 
High School. Why should I let a simple 
little situation like this panic me? After 
all, I was hundreds of miles away from 
home now! I had a seat on the train. 
Aunt Jessica had paid for it. All I had 
to do was go to it. 

When I think of it now, it’s strange how 
quickly I lost my misgivings after I had 
eased into the vacant, aisle seat beside the 
soldier. All he did was look and smile 
and I felt good. Just like that! 

With just a smile, he made me feel like 
I had a friend in the world. 

But I didn’t say anything. 

While I wondered what would happen, 
what he would do or say to me, while my 
heart revved up and my blood went warm, 
I just sat there, fumbling with a mag- 
azine, pretending that I was reading— 
which I wasn’t. All I could see on the 
pages was a blur as the black-typed words 
ran together! 

After what seemed like an eternity of 
silence, the soldier spoke: 

“Pardon me,” he said. “Did I take your 
seat?” 

His voice was pleasant, located some- 
where between baritone and tenor. I 
looked his way, but I said nothing. I won- 
dered if this was the beginning of a pass. 
And he continued: 

“I got on late last night. When I arose 
this morning, you’d already gone to break- 
fast. So, I took your seat. But you can 
have it back—” 

He prattled on, amiably, as if he really 
appreciated my company, the chance to 
talk to somebody. I felt my fear, my ap- 
ebbing slowly before the 
steady, even, congenial tones of the sol- 
dier’s voice and the friendly look of his 
Finally, I said that he 
didn’t have to move, that I was comfort- 
able where I was sitting. 

Herb—Herb Simpson,” he 
“T’m on my way East to a camp in 
Jersey. I sure hate to leave California. 
But you know how it is in the Army.” 
No. I didn’t know. But I was curious. 
“Do you mind telling me your name?” 
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I wondered, momentarily, if I should. 
Then, what harm could come of just tell- 
ing him my name? After all, he seemed 
to be so nice. 

“Betty Hamilton,” I said. 

“You live in L. A.?” 

“Yes.” 

“Wonderful town,” Herb said. “I love 
it. If I ever get out of the Army, I’m go- 
ing to settle there. It sure beats Texas, 
where I come from.” 

I made no response to that, although I 
wanted to say something flippant about 
Texas and prove I was a good conversa- 
tionalist, too. I couldn’t think of anything 
like that, so I kept mum. 

“Are you on vacation?” Herb asked. 
“Going far?” 

“Back East,” I said. I didn’t want to 
tell him about Aunt Jessica and the school 
and all that. 

Herb was kind. He didn’t press me. 
And that was our beginning. 


BY ! ,UNCH TIME, in spite of myself. 

we were pretty good friends. Herb 
somehow had put me at ease. Somehow 
I had come to believe that I had nothing 
to fear from him. All he wanted, I told 
myself, was companionship on the trip. 
If | had only known... 

We ate lunch together. After lunch, 
Herb fetched several magazines for me, 
and we began taking turns sitting by the 
window and discussing the scenes and 
towns that flashed by as we traveled. 
When night fell, we ate dinner together. 
And when the porter came to make up our 
berths, Herb said this had been a most 
enjoyable day and that he was genuinely 
sorry it was over. 

As I undressed in my berth and climbed 
into bed, I was sorry, too, that the day had 
ended. For the average girl, it hadn’t 
been anything very special, yet it had been 
the most enjoyable day of my life. For 
the first time, I had been allowed the com- 
pany of a man and there was no Aunt 
Jessica to spoil it for me. 

For a long time, I just laid there in the 
darkness of my berth, listening to the 
clackity-clack rhythm of the train wheels 
and remembering all the nice little things 
Herb had said, and we had talked about, 
during the day. When I remembered that 
Herb had said I was pretty, I guess I 
blushed. I know I smiled, for the memory 
of his words thrilled me. 

Herb was in the upper berth, just a 
couple of feet above me. I wondered what 
he was doing. Sleeping probably. I won- 
dered if he had thought about me after he 
climbed up to his place. I had the devil- 
ish inclination to reach up and touch him, 
but I didn’t. And it suddenly dawned on 
me that, really, this was almost like sleep- 
ing in the same room with a man. That 
thought made me ‘eel good all over. 

But then the image of Aunt Jessica ap- 
peared, shaking a bony finger, and 
destroyed all my fun. 
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+ your spare time into EXTRA MONEY! 


THE HOTTEST LINE IN THE GREETING CARD FIELD BY THE 
WORLD’S LARGEST PRODUCERS OF NEGRO GREETING CARDS 


CLOR-TONE ORIGINALS 


NEGRO CHRISTMAS CARDS 


IN GOOD TASTE...ALWAYS 


NEW ORIGINAL 1957 LINE 


IMPRINTED FREE...WITH YOUR CUSTOMER’S NAME 


Exclusive designs created and sold only by Color-Tone Originals. Show your good taste 
by sending Color-Tone Originals exclusive Negro greeting cards to your own Christmas 
list. Make extra Christmas money for yourself, quickly and easily . . . even if you've 
never sold anything in your life . . . by selling these attractive, colorful cards. They're 
brand new for 1957, excitingly different in true-to-life colors. They'll sell on sight to 
your family, friends . . . businesses and organizations. 


: YOU TOO can earn YOU MAKE AS MUCH AS $80, on the 
hundreds of dollars 4 first 100 boxes. . . up to $40 for each 50 boxes ... 
in your spare time. ond once you've found out how quick and easy it is 
to make this extra money in your spare time, there's no 
limit to how many boxes you can sell! 













Proven Success! Over ten million Color-Tone Originals sold! 


WRITE TODAY FOR FREE KIT and simple 
instructions. Sell Color-Tone Originals Christmas cards 

+ also special assortment of all-occasion cards for 
birthday, anniversary, get-well, wedding, baby con- 





IN ONE WEEK Miss G. 0. of 
Cleveland earned $121, Me. 
?. C. of Philodelphie cerned 
$59.35, Mr.O. M. of Chicoge 
eorned “a 20 gratulations, etc. 





COLOR-TONE oRic NALS, INC. 112 -D Pearl Street, Mount Vernon, N. Y. 


@ fEAn UPHOLSTERY 


ey) 

Ww jalize in Rhythm and 

Blues. Religious, Popular, and Music Cat in your spare time 
Love songs. Send your poems SETTip, run your own 

=, — FREE examination G iness AT HOME 


PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
ARCADE BOX 2724, NASHVILLE, TENN. 












Earn more from the 
start! Set up your own 
profitable business AT HOME. Enjoy 
steady income, independence in boom- 
ntl SN ing Custom Furniture Upholstery. 

WITH COURSE Right off you start learning with 
YOU MAKE tools, complete frames, fabrics, and 


MAKE HIM 
WANT YO U . materials, included FREE. Learn pro- 
[2248 fessional custom upholstery, reuphol- 


Try a few drops of FLAMING DE- “erie «(stery. furniture finishing, repairs. 
SIRE... a little behind your ears... \ <s_ eA se, slip covers, window 
a little in your hair...a wee bit ons and draperies. 
more in some secret place...it will EARN 1 WHILE. YOu LEARN, in spare 

















iv that? wonderful feeling all time . . . the UTS easy way. 

ped VThis ‘onacdel erhane eal FREE Illustrated Book. Sample Lesson 

give you that extra push with a man | Get ready for well-paid job. big 

that will make him feel differently profits as your own boss, running your 

about you. You will never want to .-: own a bag ag ge te se 
be without it. Quantities are limited so order FLAMING ’ OTTOMAN at bed my ig ge yh yon 
DESIRE now! When postman delivers, deposit only $2 plus able APEROVED FOR VETERANS. 
postage (3 for $5). If not delighted return and I'll send 


your money right back. VANITY PRODUCTS, Dept. 103-D amuwataene. 


177 McLEAN AVE., YONKERS 5, N. Y. 





YOU, can train at home in 12 weeks for 
Jine, steady earnings as a graduate 


FRACTICAL WORSE / 


In good times or bad, war o DIPLOMA... Age, education not 
the demand for PRACTICA CAL important. Earn while learning. 
NURSES is always bigger thanthe Physician-endorsed course. Aver 
supply! Seize this opportunity by age lesson only $1.48! . . . Easiest 
earning the famous LINCOLN _ installments. Investigate now. 

fh —_——— _—me eer ee “T 


LINCOLN SCHOOL, 805LarrabeeSt.,Dept. T-9, Los Angeles 46, Calif. 


Rush Fascinating 16-Page Free Booklet “‘Careers in Nursing’”’. 





















MAIL 
COUPON or 
Card for facts 


about 25- lesson home- 
study course TODAY! 
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1 Address 
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L city are ene State. a 
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NEW FEATHERLIGHT 
4-in-1 FLEX-0-LETTE 


Slenderizes for Pencil-Slim Fashions! 


© CONTOUR BRA with 
exclusive magic moulding, 
push-up design and foam 
rubber cups that gently 
cuddle your bustline to 
new heights of youthful 
allure. 







e WAIST- 
CINCHER— 
slims and trims 
inches off your 
middle . . ban- 
ishes ugly 
bulges. 


e GIRDLE— 
that gives you 
the slender fig- 
ure so you can 
easily slip into 
the dress size 
you've always 
wanted to wear. 


e ADJUST- 
ABLE GARTER 
BELT—with re- 
movable garters. 


The full length center opening makes it so easy 
to get into; batiste elastic sides and back panel 

t-r-e-t-c-h and g-i-v-e as you stretch, bend, 
dance and walk. Long back for extra control. 
Exquisitely embroidered broadcloth or nylon. Satis- 
faction guaranteed. $10 value for only $6.98. 
Black, white or pink. A cups, 32-36; B cups 32-40; 
C cups, 32-42. 


FRONT OPENING! 
So Easy To Get Into 


Low cuT BACK FoR 
HIP CONTROL 
~ € 208 BROADCLOTH 
nly $698 OR NYLON 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK 





> FASHIONS, Dept. X91-K, 


| 

| 35 Park Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. 
| end FLEX-O-LETTE C.O.D. $6.98 plus postage. i 

| nclose $6.98. You pay postage. 
| BUST SIZE.....ccccccces COLOR... .cccccccce oa 
Broadcloth 0 Nylon | 
RINE CN sc wcedestecevessvsrseecsseegneata ° 
A a! | Ee ee a coe I 
.viteceaeed ZONE STATE. ccccccce I 
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DOUBLE ACTION 
Moons GRAY HAIRBIMK 
Qry 


2 DRESSES HAIR IN PLACE 


Bara DRUGSTORES 





I dropped off to sleep—and had a night- 
mare. Herb and I were sitting in a parked 
car in a secluded spot, making love. Herb 
held me tight in his arms, crushed me to 
him. He kissed me. a long, lingering. ten- 
der kiss that sent an electric current shoot- 
ing through my body. Then, for a mo- 
ment. he released me. He started to say 
something. “Betty, I—” I opened my 
eyes—and there was Aunt Jessica, stand- 
ing outside the car. She looked at me dis- 
approvingly and said. “Betty, I think you’d 
better come with me!” 

The next day. Herb and I became better 
acquainted. so well acquainted, in fact, 
that I told him about my dream, about 
Aunt Jessica and my terrible cloistered 
home life. I even explained why I was 
going back East to school. 

Herb listened to my story good-natured- 
ly and chuckled. “Girls schools,” he said, 
“are for chicks without sex appeal. You’ve 
got it.” His mention of sex appeal em- 
barrassed me a bit, but the feeling didn’t 
hold long. 

Herb changed the subject, to himself. 

He said he was the youngest of three 
boys. Until he entered the Army, he’d 
spent all his life in Dallas, where he’d 
been born. He said his father worked in 
an aircraft plant and his mother, “the 
most wonderful woman in the world,” was 
sickly. 

“T sure hated to say goodbye to Mom,” 
Herb said, recalling the time he was in- 
ducted into the Army. “She isn’t well at 
all. Dad can’t give her the attention she 
really needs because he has to work for a 
living. All of us boys are in service. The 
other two, James and Ben, are overseas. 
Mom cried the day I left and said, ‘Why 
does the Army have to take all my boys?’ 
I told her I’d be back soon . . .” 

Herb broke off the conversation. For 
a moment, he was sad. His eyes clouded 
as he thought of his mother, then quickly 
brightened. 

“I’m sorry,” he said after a while. “I 
didn’t mean to get maudlin.” 

I didn’t mind at all. I had been touched 
by his concern for his mother. It made 
me wish I had a mother. I thought: my 
mother never could have been as mean 
and heartless as Aunt Jessica. A tear 
dripped slowly down my cheek as I pulled 
out my mental picture of my mother and 
looked at her. 

Then Herb was carefree again. 

“Do you play cards?” he asked. 

I wished I could tell him that I did. 
But I had to say, “No.” 

“Aunt Jessica’s influence again?” 

I nodded, yes. 

“Your Aunt Jessica sure wants to see 
you in heaven,” Herb said lightly, and I 
laughed. 

We finally settled on the juvenile game 
of tick-tack-toe. We must have played it for 
hours. I was having great fun, although I 
couldn’t beat Herb. 

It was while we played this inane game 


that Herb startled me with a proposal, 

“Look,” he said. “You’ve got a couple 
extra days. I have, too. Why don’t we 
stop over in Chicago and do the town?” 

The idea sounded exciting. But I was 
afraid. 

“Oh. it’ll be innocent enough,” Herb 
assured me. “We can stay in the same 
hotel. but in separate rooms, of course, 
We'll spend a day or two, just having 
fun. then we'll catch a later train and go 
on East. I always did want to see what 
Chicago’s like, and with you along, Betty, 
it would be sensational!” 

“TI don’t know, Herb. I'll have to think 
about it.” 

“You don’t have much time,” Herb 
said. “We'll be in Chicago in another 
three or four hours.” 

I thought about it. I could think of 
nothing else, after Herb came up with 
the idea. 

Seeing Chicago! With Herb! Gee! 

The idea was very exciting. But— 

I remembered Aunt Jessica’s warning 
about servicemen. “They’re only out for 
what they can get!” Yet, Herb said we 
could take separate rooms in a hotel. [| 
had never lived in a hotel before. I won- 
dered what it was like. I wondered what 
Chicago was like. I had heard some peo- 
ple say it was the greatest place in the 
world. Others said it was a dirty hell- 
hole. Herb said Chicago had some real 
snazzy night clubs and restaurants. He 
said Michigan Avenue, in the Loop, was 
one of the world’s most famous shopping 
boulevards. I wondered what women’s 
clothes were like in Michigan Avenue 
shops. But, no, this was insane. What was 
I thinking about? I had to get to school. 

Yet, why shouldn’t I stop over if I 
wanted to? This was one decision I could 
make without Aunt Jessica’s interference! 
Yes. why shouldn’t I stop over? Herb was 
a gentleman. I could trust him. You only 
live once and up to now I'd never lived at 
all. Yes, I would stop over. We were 
about 50 miles from Chicago when I told 
Herb that I’d like very much to see Chi- 
cago with him. 

“Good,” he enthused. “We'll have a 
grand time. Just wait and see.” 

I could hardly wait. I was all excited 
I counted the clackity-clacks as the train 
sped for Chicago. I forgot all about 
school. I was going to see Chicago with 
Herb Simpson! Gee. 

I was a young and crazy fool—only I 
didn’t know it! 


HICAGO AND HERB were revela- 
tions. We had agreed that we’d spend 
two days there. After we left the train, 
Herb changed our tickets and we took a 
cab to a downtown hotel. Herb got a room 
for me and one for himself. I was wide- 
eyed with excitement. 
I wasn’t disappointed. 
My room at the Conrad Hilton was di- 
vine; spacious and well-furnished. Herb 
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and I ate all of our meals in the main 
dining room, and this eating out was a 
new discovery for me. We walked up and 
down Michigan Avenue, and I gaped at 
the gorgeous clothes on display in store 
windows. We saw Lake Michigan, spent 
happy hours on the beach, just lying in 
the sand. Herb could swim, and did, but 
| couldn’t. We visited museums and the 
Negro South Side where I saw some fine 
homes and horrible slums, too, the Bohe- 
mian near-North Side with its quaint clubs 
and art shops and dug the finest jazz at 
places like the Blue Note and Gate of 
Horn and the Preview Lounge; we had the 
best of steaks, with cool, progressive music 
at the London House where they broad- 
casted the Monitor show the night we 
were there; we walked all over town and 
we talked about many things and we had, 
oh, as Herb had promised, the grandest 
time. 

Always, he was a gentleman. He never 
made a pass. He never got out of place. 
This was just pure, clean, innocent fun. 
And I was sailing on Cloud Nine. 

I wished it would never end. But I 
knew it had to. When our second and 
last night came, I was sad. This had been 
the most enjoyable two days in my whole 
18 years. Why did they have to end? 

Herb and I were standing at my door at 
midnight, this last night. And I was say- 
ing how much I had enjoyed myself. I 
was saying I wished we could postpone 
tomorrow, when we had to get on a train 
and leave Chicago. I was saying how glad 
I was that I had met Herb on the train and 
that I wouldn’t take anything for the 
glorious time we had had. 

“Betty,” Herb said. “I feel the same 
way. And I hate to say goodnight. 
Couldn’t I come in for just a few min- 
utes?” 

Caught up in a wave of joy and hap- 
piness, hoping to prolong this little bit of 
heaven, I said: “Yes. Herb. Please do.” 

After we’d gone inside my room, Herb 
said: “We should drink a toast to Chicago. 
It’s the greatest.” 

I never had tasted a drink of liquor in 
my life. But tonight I wanted to. 

Herb called room service and ordered 
Scotch and soda. 

The wonders of hotel living hadn’t 
ceased for me. I felt like a star in a movie 
when the uniformed waiter came to my 
room with the drinks. As I lifted the glass 
to my lips, wondering how my first drink 
would taste, for a moment I thought of 
Aunt Jessica. She would say I was going 
to the devil. But the devil with her! I 
took a too-big drink and almost choked. 
But the liquor was good. It warmed me, 
relaxed me, set me in a cozy mood. 

Herb turned on the radio, and we had 
mood music. The mood was romantic. 
I felt good. It was great to be alive. 

After the second drink, I felt strange. 
I mean, the feeling was good, but some- 
thing new for me. I looked at Herb and 
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WITH K-7 


Long-Aid Proving Sensational on Thousands 
of Women with Short, Thin, Too-Curly Hair 


Now—you can have glamourous, long- 
looking hair! Amazing new Long-Aid 
with K-7 conditions short, thin, too- 
curly hair . . . helps hair look longer, 
softer, glossier! Long-Aid penetrates 
hair ... gives it the protective shield 
it needs to keep hair edges, new hair 
straighter. Contains nature-rich lano- 
lin that relieves dry, thirsty hair and 
scalp. Miracle K-7 to help relieve 
itching irritations, kill certain scalp 
bacteria . . . check embarrassing 
scalp odors, help keep hair fresh, 


clean-smelling. Send coupon now for 
Long-Aid—only $1.10. Say goodbye to 
“short hair blues” in just 3 days, or 
money back—and you keep Long- 
Aid as free gift. Order now! 


F = IMAIL NO-RISK COUPON NOW! ® 
LONG-AID CO., Dept. T-1A g 
& Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn. 
8 Rush Long-Aid with K-7 
Oo 1 enclose $1.00, plus 10¢ Fed. tax (cash, check g 
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0 Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $1.10 on de- 
livery, plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 
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Wanted to be set to music. 

Any subject. Send Poems today. 

Immediate consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 

FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS. 228 Beacon Bidg., Boston, Mass. 
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This special deck of playing cards with 
secret code on back of each card tells YOU 
what each card is when lying face down. 
Easy directions explain code and how to 
do many kinds of *‘Magic’”’ tricks. Use 
same deck for usual card games, such as 
poker, bridge etc. Only $4.98. Get a deck 
today. SEND NO MONEY. Send Name 
and Address. Pay postman on arrival only $4.98 plus post- 
age. Address HOLLISTER-WHITE CO., Dept. 509-M, 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Ilinois. 





DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research, This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REFUNDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage. 

FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 


blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-S 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 
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TOMORROW 





NEEDS YOUR HELP 
TODAY 


More than 500,000 chil- 
dren with damaged hearts 
look to medical research... 
supported by the Heart 
Fund...for a brighter 
tomorrow. 


Their hearts need your help 
today. Give generously. 
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. Wear on top. combing 
hair up into Chignon to 
fill back. Just comb hair 
into this easy to do lov- 
able style. Can be un- 
coiled, braided, worn dif- 


$ 3 50 ferent ways. 
LARGE SIZE 601 $4.50 
Send for free booklet and hair style chart. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 
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saw a king. My, he looked good to me! 
I felt a bit sleepy, too. But I didn’t want 
to go to sleep. Not now. I wanted to be 
closer to Herb. I still didn’t have the 
nerve to get up out of my corner chair 
and walk over to the sofa where he sat. 
Then he gave me an excuse. 

“Why don’t you join me?” he asked, 
patting the place beside him. I got up. I 
was surprised: I was a bit unsteady. I 
giggled. How funny? Herb chuckled. I 
laughed. He laughed. We laughed to- 
gether. I went to him, and I sat down a 
bit heavily. Herb caught me in his arm 
and pulled me to him. 

“Betty.” he said. “you’re the most beau- 
tiful woman I’ve ever met.” He kissed 
me. 

I didn’t know what was happening, but 
whatever it was, I liked it. I kissed him 
back. 

I had never kissed before in my whole 
life, and I was surprised that I even knew 
how. I guessed that I was doing what 
came naturally. I thrilled to it. I snug- 
gled up closer to Herb, for I never wanted 
to be out of his arms again. 

Oh, I felt good! 

The Scotch and Herb’s kisses took me to 
Heaven. I returned the fire of his kisses 
with fire. While little sparks flared up 
and down my spine. I tried to answer af- 
firmatively every unspoken question Herb 
asked. This was Ecstasy and I didn’t 
want to go any place. I was awakening to 
love’s first sweet call. Herb was gentle. 
yet strong; easy, yet definite. His kisses 
burned my lips, yet soothed them. He 
squeezed the breath out of me, and I didn’t 
mind. He became an adventurer, and I 
had no objections. 

I gloried in the new world of thrills he 
was opening up for me. And when he 
said, “Betty, Darling, I love you,” I was 
his. 

Completely. 

Every little bit of me belonged to Herb. 
And he took it—all. 


HEN I AWOKE the next morning. 

I felt guilty. I had sinned... 
shamelessly. Aunt Jessica had said so, 
and it was true; I was going to Hell. 

I turned and looked at Herb asleep be- 
side me. and I cried. Oh, God, what had 
I done? How could I have been so fool- 
ish? I had known right from wrong. I 
had spent a whole lifetime being taught 
what was right and what was wrong and 
the first time I left home I did wrong. I 
felt like a criminal. 

My sobs awakened Herb. 

“What’s the matter, honey?” he asked. 

“Don’t speak to me.” I said. 

“Aw, Betty.” 

“You took advantage of me.” 

He was hurt. “Don’t say that, Betty, 
please. I love you. You're wonderful. / 
want to marry you.” 

That startled me. 

Herb knew it, for he said: 


“T mean that. I want to marry you— 
now. You can still go to college, if you 
want to. Betty. I'll take care of it. But 
I learned something last night. Betty. you 
are the girl I’ve been looking for all my 
life. You fit me. I love you, I need you, 
and I want to be with you always. Will 
you marry me?” 

For a moment, I thought about Aunt 
Jessica and school in North Carolina. | 
remembered the drudgery of my life and 
compared it to the Heaven I’d lived in ever 
since I left L. A. For the first time in my 
life. I had freedom. I was being asked a 


question, I was being pleaded with, and, 


I had a choice. This was something new. 
If I went on to North Carolina and col- 
lege. ’'d be under the dominance of Aunt 
Jessica. Herb was offering me a way out, 
a way to freedom and happiness. He was 
kind and gentle and nice and good. He 
loved me. He’d never do me wrong. 

I wasn’t just another girl in his life, not 
just another affair, not just another self- 
ish night in bed. He wanted me for life. 

This was my big chance. 

This was my chance for escape from all, 
all in life that was wrong. 

I should grab it before it sped away. 

I said yes to Herb’s proposal. 

For the first time in my life, I knew 
what a man was, what love was. what I'd 
been missing all my years. I knew what 
I had been longing for, starving for, ever 
since I became a woman. I knew excite- 
ment. I knew love. 

Yet. I didn’t know enough to know that 
I was a fool. And ignorance was bliss. 

If I had any misgivings. Herb’s talk of 
love, a home, perpetual romance, a happy 
life together, plus my reluctance to go to 
school in North Carolina, erased them all. 

It was as simple as that. No more, no 
less. 

We didn’t have time to get married in 
Chicago. Herb had a deadline at Fort 
Dix. 

But the first thing we did in Jersey was 
get married. 

Herb found a place for me in the beau- 
tiful little New Jersey city. After we en- 
joyed another wonderful night together 
then, he went on to camp, leaving me 
alone. 

He had chosen Red Bank for me to live 
in because an Army buddy of his stationed 
back in California had come from there. 

Before he left me, Herb asked: “How 
does it feel to be Mrs. Simpson?” 

“Just grand!” I said. “How can I ever 
thank you for rescuing me from girls’ 
school ?” 

“Just,” 
always.” 

“You can depend on me,” I said. 

In a drama of close embraces, sweet 
words, great promises, and dreams-come- 
true, Herb left me in this cozy little town 
and went to camp. Now I was all alone. 
But I didn’t worry. I had memories and 
the future. 
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for the first time in my life, I was 
wong, unshackled. I was in Heaven and 
Wl had no offense that could beat me 
jwn. I had life by the tail and I was 
winging. 

| hardly needed food to keep alive. 
lays and nights passed like minutes as I 
ied in a dream world, waiting for my 
xt moment with Herb. I spent my time 
living every precious, thrill-filled mo- 
nent of our trip across country. I was 
goud of myself... thankful for my good 
luck. 


HE FIFTH NIGHT after he’d left me, 
Herb called to say that he couldn’t get 
lave from Fort Dix as he had hoped and 
that he couldn’t be with me on the week- 
nd. He said he was terribly sorry. but 
he would see me as soon as he could. I 
was very much disappointed. I cried. But 
[told Herb that I understood and that I 
yould wait until he came. He inquired 
about money. I said I was doing okay, al- 
though the truth was that food and hotel 
bills were eating up the expense funds 
Aunt Jessica had given me. 

Now, money was the least of my wor- 
ries. Loneliness, the need for a man in 
my bed, was the biggest. 

I said a tear-filled goodnight to Herb, 
yent out and bought myself a pint of bour- 
bon, It was the first time I’d ever bought 
whiskey, and I was afraid the clerk 
wouldn’t sell it to me because I was a 
minor. But either he didn’t know, or he 
didn’t care. I guess business is business. 
When nine days passed without word 
fom Herb, I started to get panicky. 

In the meantime, I had become friendly 
with a downstairs waitress named Liz. She 
had been nice to me, like a big sister. She 
knew I was young and inexperienced. 
She had eased my loneliness by coming up 
tomy room after work, taking me around 
town to shows, to her home, where I met 
her mom and dad, entertaining me. And 
she was terribly curious about California. 
“I want to go out there some day,” she 
had told me. “I hear it’s God’s country.” 
When I told her about Herb’s last call 
and the long wait, she was sympathetic. 
“You've got to have faith when you're 
married to a serviceman.” she said. “Their 
time isn’t their own. It belongs to the 


government. They don’t know what'll 
happen next. Herb’ll be back. Just wait 
and see.” 


I waited, saw, thought and wondered. 
wept and learned slowly. 

Had I been more matured, more used 
to life as it is lived, I would have known 


better. I would have known how to check 
up on Herb. But being a mere teen-ager 


who had lied about her age to get mar- 
tied, I was just a young and crazy fool, 
N0 more, no less. 

Days came and passed, followed by 
tights of tears that wet my pillow, when 
ny heart ached, and my body longed for 


the presence of my husband. I dreamed 
horrible nightmares. Once a _ General 
fame to tell me that Herb had been 


















K ves, Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 





For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
that stays on and on, always look 
for the name Black and White. 


“My make-up 
stays fresh 
and neat 
all day” 








“My boss used to say I 
wasted too much time 
freshening my make-up. 
He doesn’t complain now 
that I use Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my 
make-up base. It keeps my 
make-up fresh-looking for 
hours without retouching.” 
Claudette M. Edwards 
Detroit, Mich. 


























Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream, 35¢ each. 
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SONG POEMS 


WANTED for musical setting and recording. 
Send yours for immediate consideration. 

S. MUSIC STUDIOS 
Box 222-A Belmont, Mass. 























BE YOUR OWN 
MUSIC TEACHER 


Send for Free Book Telling How Easily 
You Can Learn Pieno, Guitar, Accordion, xp 
ANY Instrument This EASY A-B-C Way 


J] Ow IT's Easy to aorta music at home. 

No tiresome “exercises No teacher, 

just START RIGHT OUT playing simple 

pieces. Thousands now play who never thought they could. 

Our pictured lessons make it easy as A-B-C to learn to play 

popular music, hymns, classical and any other music. Only 

a few cents a lesson. Over 900,000 students including TV 
Star Lawrence Welk. Our 5%th successful year. 

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK. Find out why 

our method can teach you quickly, 

easily, inexpensively. Mail 

/ a Ay, coupon for Free 36-page 

Illustrated Book. No ob- 

ligation. U. S. SCHOOL 

OF MUSIC, Studio A349, 

Port Washington, N. Y. 
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| U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
Studie A349, Port Washington, 
Please send me Free Book. 
(Name Instrument). 


N. Y. | 
I would like to play | 
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previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog HAS-66. 


WAYNE SCHOOL (Ov. Utilities inst) 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois 


















FEMALE HELP WANTED 
xp.| $23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 
<*.| dresses supplied to you by us. 

Just show Fashion Frocks to 





friends in spare time. No in- 
vestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 
Dept. Y-3114, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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The true way to mastery BA, 





love and obey H. 


THE MAGIC. FORMULA for 
SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 


H to 
Magic Formulas for “Health and Suc- 
cess through prayer; for conquering 
fear through prayer; for obtaining 
work through prayer; for money 
through prayer; for influencing others 
through prayer; and many other val- 
—_ gh that help you get 


5-DAY TRIAL—SEND | NO MONEY 
Just send your today and on yan 4 
pa a deposit the small sum oe on 
wit 





or your 
LARCH. 11 asked. Order At Sune 


118 E. 28, Dept. 6160, 
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New York 16 
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large economy sizes. 





a 4} NEW Hi 
tial $I~ HOW to MAKE M' 
MONEY QuIcKt Then 9 ou'l) 
= a Money to get the ings 
ve always wanted. Be our 
' tfor Valmoran 
nal. roducts. Fast Se ero Face Powder, Beauty 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sac! neg Powders — Ine-nse 


tol $50.00 1 WRITE NOW for BIG 3 MONEYS ah 
ge MENT i CASE Of er. VALMO) 
3isi Se, Michigan Ave., Dept. H- 226. rCnloaxe i¢ ier nae am, 
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= WOMAN 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor’s Invention Gives New Help 


An y woman now gets her own special deve when she will 
»e most likely to Become SADVISAA-Gt jgnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
invention called ADVIS-A- GUIDE. Because ADVIS. 
A-( 3 IDE (which is a purse- size 
shows you your own special days when you are most likely 
to be fertile. Most important—these _— fertile days of 
yours are the only days when you will be most likely to con- 
ceive achild. And you get these s species foreioanrset » ours 
sily and simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Bestof all 
Do ctors and the Church approved and recommend 
ADVIS-A- GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADV1S-A-GUIDE has helped make their married lifea 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it 100%, Just send me your 
name a eddrens with 25e mn Soine or stampa. When postman 
deli pur ADVIS-A-GUIDE—sent you ina plain package 
marked mi arp and compress with pa instructions—pay 
> $ lus pentegs on this 300% money. hk guaran- 
tee é your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 days. If youare not 
pletely satistied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
your marriage relations —return it to me. I'll 
send your ‘full purchase price right back to you by air- 
ma You can save 42c postage by sending full price of 
$2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me. 
e then | pay all postage.) Write me personally. 


Mrs. 5. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 496 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 



















Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, eczema, simple 
ringworm. Trial size only 20¢. Regular 
size only 35¢, and you get 414 times as 
much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 








ITCHY HANDS 


“I work at a service station where my 
hands take a beating from gasoline, oil 
and grease. They used to sting and itch 
and become almost raw from irritation 
until I heard about Black and White 
Ointment. I started using it regularly. 
Now I have no trouble with the itching, 
burning misery and am glad to recom- 
mend this wonderful ointment.” 


John Ruffin 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Spread the LORD'S WORD 
, Earn and Serve the lord ! 


| Sell these beautiful religious mottos to friends, rela- 
tives, people you meet daily. Fine for homes, stores 
CHANGES At just 35¢ each, many buy several at a time. 
| c Just name and address. 
THINGS SEND NO MONEY! We will send you 24 richly 
-color mottos on trust. When sold, send us $6.00, keep $2.40 profit. ACT NOW! 


HOUSE OF FAITH A a%cox zt 28" § 


ASTHMA 


“or NO-COST TRIAL OFFER! 


FOR 
IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS, from coughs, gasping whe wheezing ng 
write quick for daring No-Risk, No- Offer. No 
matter if you consider your case ‘‘hope! oe ws Write Today! 


NACOR,76-E State Life Bidg., Indianapolis 4, Ind. 


fei BAKING al Morte 


Baking Is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
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course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 

NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3236, Chicago 14, m. 





IS YOUR ENGLISH 
HOLDING YOU BACK? 


| fe helped thousands of men and women to overcome the 


handicap of poor English and to become effective speakers, 
writers, pe ceurvammasnaatata With my new C. I. METHOD, 
you can stop making mistakes, build up your vocabulary, 
speed up your reading, develop writing skill, learn the “secrets” 
of conversation. You don’t have to go back to school. Takes 
only 15 minutes a day at home. Costs little. 32-page booklet 
mailed FREE upon request. Send me a card or letter TODAY! 


Don Bolander, Career Institute 
Dept. 1409, 25 East Jackson, Chicago 4, Illinois 


Please mail me your FREE 32-page booklet on English 


Name — 





Address 
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City Zone 











killed in action. 


Another night, I gay 
Herb in a night club, drunk and dancin 
with another woman. One night I went 
his camp, introduced myself and asked t) 
see Herb Simpson, my husband. Whe 
he came out, he looked me over with col 
suspicion and said, “Why I’ve never see 


| ad 


this slut before!” I nearly died that nigh, 

After two weeks, and no word from m 
husband, Liz admitted sorrowfully thy 
maybe Herb wouldn’t be back. I told he 
my money was running low. She advised 
that I move out of the hotel, share he 
small apartment, and get a job. She 
tried to be hopeful, but it was a losing 
game. I had no choice in the matter, | 
followed her advice. I took a job as 4 
waitress in a dingy little restaurant in the 
Negro section. 

I wasn’t prepared for it, but I worked 
eight hours a day. I slaved. If it hadn’ 
been for Liz and the tips she gave me 
about serving food and waiting on peo. 
ple, I don’t know how I would have made 
out. 

Liz was a well-rounded girl. Physically, 
I mean. Once when we were undressed 
in her room at her home, she stood before 
a mirror, admiring her curves and told 
me proudly that she was 39-24-39 in the 
usual places. “Men like what they see 
when they look at me,” she said. “I make 
sure they see a lot of me on the job. And 
it pays off. You’re cute, Betty. Men would 
go for you, too. Waiting tables is for the 
birds. But it’s good for making contacts.” 

I didn’t understand what she meant. 

She told me. 

1 had wondered why Liz was so late 
coming home some nights. 

She explained. 

“Look,” she said, “a no-good man broke 
my heart once, too. I was young and fool. 
ish like you. But I didn’t waste my time 
pining away. You know what I did? | 
resolved to make every man I met pay 
for what that no-good husband of mine 
did to me.” 

Liz tried to show me the ropes of prosti- 
tution. But I couldn’t stomach it. | 
thanked her for trying to be helpful. Aunt 
Jessica’s training had left a few rem- 
nants, after all. I said I’d keep on work- 
ing for my measly salary and hope that 
some day Herb would come for me. 

“He'll never come back,” Liz said, 
dropping all pretense. “They never do, 
those servicemen. You’ve been had, baby.” 

I believed her. I hit rock-bottom. I got 
sick with nausea—but I took some medi- 
cine Liz gave me and felt okay for a while. 

The next day, I was sick again. 

And the next. 


HE THIRD DAY, when I got sick 2 

work, my boss, a huge, greasy man, sug: 
gested that I see a doctor. I did. The 
doctor told me, “Mrs. Simpson, youre 
pregnant!” 

“Pregnant?” I repeated stupidly. 

“Yes. You're going to be a mother!” 

“That can’t be so,” I said. 
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“[ know how you feel, Mrs. Simpson,” 
Dr. Webb, a kind little man said in his 
plain office. “Many women feel as you 
do when I tell them the news. But you’ve 
got to face it, because it’s true.” 

“But, I—” 

“Yes, I know,” Dr. Webb said. “You’re 
not married.” 

“Oh, yes,” I put in hastily, “I’m mar- 
ried.” 

“Then you’re married to a soldier. or 
sailor, who dumped you here—” 

“How ... how did you know?” 

“I’m a doctor. I’m supposed to know.’ 

“What'll I do?” 

“That’s up to you, Mrs. Simpson .. . 

He left two doors open. One led to the 
baby. The other led to an operation. 

I was hopeless, desperate, stupid, young, 
foolish and scared. I was scared of hav- 
ing a baby. But I was more scared of an 
operation, hospitals, nurses, doctors. I 
paid Dr. Webb and left. I'd find a way 
out of my dilemma, I resolved, or I'd com- 
mit suicide. What else was there for me 
todo? I was broke. And even if I could 
get home, Aunt Jessica would throw me 
out of her house and call me a disgrace. 

Life! This was life? 

In my misery, as I cried myself to sleep 
that night in Liz’s room, while she was 
out making money, I began to love Aunt 
Jessica, as tough as she was, and longed 
for Girls’ School. How foolish I had been! 
I saw myself on the North Carolina cam- 
pus, going to class every day, dressed in 
sweater, skirt and oxfords. All these 
things were in my trunk down at the sta- 
tion. I'd never even gotten them out! 

I had gone to a doctor on a Friday. I 
don’t remember Liz coming home that 
night. Saturday I didn’t go to work, didn’t 
eat, or anything but lay in bed and hug 
my misery. 

Sunday came and Liz still wasn’t home. 
I was glad. I got up, lonely and de- 
pressed, dressed, and went for a walk. 

While I wrestled with my problem, I 
walked from one end of the little New 
Jersey town to the other. I thought about 
many things. I wanted to call Aunt Jessi- 
ca, but I was afraid to. I thought about 
going over to Herb’s camp and breaking 
the news to him. But I remembered my 
dream and was frightened out of the idea. 
I thought again of suicide, but I didn’t 
have the nerve. 

I walked and walked and walked, aim- 
lessly, ignoring hurting feet, crying but 
not worrying about tears or how they 
messed up my rouge and appearance, 
feeling sorry for myself, kicking myself, 
blaming myself, Aunt Jessica, her strict- 
ness, my bad luck, everything terrible I 
could think of. 

It had been a cloudy day, just suited to 
my mood. But as I walked, the clouds 
lifted and the sun came out. I was 
warmed. I perspired. I felt better. 

I thought about the coming baby, 
Herb’s child. I tried to visualize how it 


> 


” 


would look. I tried to visualize myself as 
a mother. I thought about it. I began to 
tell myself that if I had a child. I'd surely 
know how to rear it. All I had to do was 
just the opposite to everything Aunt Jessi- 
ca did for and to me and the baby would 
be happy. Yes, I thought. I could teach 
Aunt Jessica something about rearing a 
child. 

The more I thought. the less terrible the 
prospect of having a baby became. At 
least, I told myself. not considering all 
the responsibility, the baby would be a 
living, breathing person, all my own. I 
could hold it, love it, do things for it. 
The baby would be my companion. I'd 
never be lonely as long as I had a baby to 
care for. 

Nobody could take it away from me. I 
wouldn’t ever leave it. Never let it get 
cold, never hungry. I would always be 
tender, never harsh. I’d make up to it for 
the absence of its father. I'd be its father 
and mother, both. 

The sun was hot now, and I was getting 
weary. 

Yet, I planned as I walked. I would 
save my money. I'd find a little place of 
my own where the baby and I would live. 
I'd get a job close by, so I could run home 
and feed the baby every time it cried. 
i: Se 

I was walking in the neighborhood of 
the hotel where Herb and I had lived 
when I came to myself. I had just stepped 
off the curb to cross the street when, look- 
ing both ways to make sure no car was 
coming, I saw him walking down the 
street toward me with two other soldiers. 
Suddenly I was scared. I couldn’t believe 
my eyes. I wanted to run away, back 
home. I could stand no more bad dreams. 
This wasn’t Herb I saw, I told myself, this 
was another soldier who looked like him. 
But I couldn’t run. My whole body turned 
to stone. I stood petrified. Then I heard 
his voice: 

“Betty,” he said. “Betty.” He charged 
from the group, toward me. I tried to 
move away and couldn’t. 

Slowly, like a sack of meal let loose 
from a man’s grasp, I crumpled up in a 
faint. 


HEN I regained consciousness, I was 
in my room and people were all 
around me, talking softly. I thought I 
recognized Liz’s voice and Dr. Webb’s. 
And Herb’s. 
“She'll be all right,” Dr. Webb said. 
“Just shock. She fainted.” 
“I’m glad she’ll be all right,” Herb said. 
“Are you her husband?” Dr. Webb 
asked. 
"To 
“She’s going to have a baby,” the doc- 
tor said. 
I didn’t hear what Herb said; 
have passed out again. 
After an eternity of emptiness and dark- 
ness, I heard again. 
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Enjoy your own lifetime, inde- 
pendent shoe business without 
investment. Steady repeats. To 
$4.00 pair advance commissions. 
Big bonus. Make $50 and more a 
week in full or spare time. Over 
153 latest smart styles. Magic 
cushion. Easy to start. Write for 
FREE OUTFIT today! 


PARAGON SHOE COMPANY 
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LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
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experience designing for others. It 
may lead to thrilling career—even 
a shop of your own some day. Basic 
‘learn-by-doing’” course under 
guidance of qualified teachers pro- 
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career. Send for free booklet, “Ad- 
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“T think she’s coming out of it.” 
It sounded like Liz talking. 
“Betty.” 


A man’s voice called softly. It was 


Herb’s voice. 


He knelt down beside the bed and tried 


to caress me. I[ tried to push him way. 
“Leave me alone.” 


“But it’s Herb,” the voice said. “Your 


husband. I’m back.” 
“Go away! I hate you!” 


I screamed the last three words. I 
wanted to hurt him. I tried to jump out of 
bed and succeeded only in falling on the 


floor. I was too weak. 


Herb lifted me up gently, put me back 


to bed, and tucked covers around me. 


I opened my eyes, and there he was, 


with a pained, puzzled expression on his 
face. 

I started to cry. 

He grabbed me, a bit roughly, and said: 
“Shut up! It’s time you stopped feeling 
sorry for yourself!” 

The sound of his voice, rough and com- 
manding, shocked me back to reality, and 
anger. 

I looked at him coldly, hating him with 
all my heart. 

“Are you crazy or something?” Herb 
asked. “Here I’ve been worried half to 
death. I’ve searched all over town for 
you. Then when I find you, you say you 
hate me. What’s wrong with you any- 
way?” 

“You left me,” I said weakly. 

“T had to go to camp,” he said. “Who 
told you to leave the hotel?” 

I stared at him blankly. 

“Why didn’t you leave a forwarding ad- 
dress?” he asked. 

“But, Liz—” 

“Liz is in jail,” he said. 

“But she was here.” 

“She wasn’t. That was a nurse Dr. 
Webb brought. Luckily I ran into him 
after you fainted.” 

I looked at Herb again, up into his 
handsome face. Tears were streaming 
down his cheeks. I could see love in his 
eyes. Somehow, I didn’t know how or 
why, I had made a mistake. I knew it. 

Involuntarily I gave a cry of joy. 

“Herb, do you love me?” 

“Certainly I do. You were crazy to 
doubt me.” 

“But why didn’t you come back for me, 
or call me or write me?” 

Herb’s eyes narrowed. “Didn’t you get 
my message?” 

“No,” I said weakly. 

“The money—didn’t the hotel clerk give 
it to you?” 

“No. 

“TI knew I shouldn’t have trusted that 
punk with thet much money,” Herb said 
disgustedly, sitting on the bed beside me, 
gently fondling my hand. “My mother 
took sick. I got an emergency call. She 
didn’t have but a few days to live. I tried 


to reach you. I called and got no answe, 
I came over here and talked to the gy 
on the desk that night. He said he didy; 
know where you were. I had to go, Betty 
I was worried sick. I wanted to stay anj 
talk to you, but Mother was dying! | 
rushed home to Dallas—too late . . .” 
He stopped talking. His whole bog 
shook with sobs. I wanted to comfort hin, 
but I didn’t know how. What could I gay 
in his misery, to ease his pain? 
Regaining composure, he said: 
“After we buried her, I came back here 
I looked for you again. I couldn’t fing 
you, Betty. Nobody knew where you were. 
I went to the hotel and left another $2) 
. just in case you came back there ty 
inquire about me. I told the desk clerk 
where I was. I told him to tell you t 
please get in touch with me, that I was 
frantic. He told me about Liz. He said 
she’d quit her job and was living with 
some guy and he figured you’d gone along. 
too. I didn’t want to believe anything like 
that about you. but I knew you were 
young and inexperienced. I knew this Liz 





Play Love 
How can I set my heart amending 
Now that our affair is ending? 
What can I tell my foolish pride 
Since you cast my love aside? 


Like a play without a cast 
You said our love could never 
last 
Soon my tears will dry and fade 
Another love scene has been 
played 
—Elizabeth Evans 





was a hep chick. It pierced my heart to 
think so... but I told myself that you 
had skipped out on me. I would have 
given my life to get a different story.” 

Now I knew the folly of doubt. I had 
been a fool. Herb had loved me all along. 
Now my troubles faded in an eclipse of 
happiness. 

Herb hadn’t deserted me after all. 1 
reached up and pulled him to me, burying 
his head in the valley of my breasts. | 
cried tears of joy. I mussed his hair. | 
kissed his face, his lips, his nose, his eye 
brows, his cheek. I cried big tears of joy 
with my eyes wide open. Now I was glad 
I was pregnant. I told Herb about it. | 
took his hand and placed it on my stom 
ach, next to the young life budding within 
me, 

I was in Heaven again. 

That was two years ago. Herb is out of 
the Army now. We're back home in L.A. 
and we have a neat little house out south. 

Debbie is walking. She can say a few 
words. She’s the most beautiful baby you 
ever saw. Even Aunt Jessica loves her. 


THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 12) 


Maria, somewhat of a singer herself. 
thinks she’ll try her hand at acting too 
and has already managed to get herself 
signed for a movie role. 


Harlem’s “Mayor” Tommy Smalls 
js having a small war with his protégé, 
singer Mauri Leighton. Since hitting the 
big time she’s been a bit forgetful about 
their managerial arrangement, so Tommy 
js threatening to sue every time and every 
place she works from now on. 


Singer Herb Lance, who made quite 
a splash a few years ago with his record- 
ing of Close Your Eyes and has since been 
unable to find a new formula for success, 
has recorded a new version of the tune 
that made him famous with the hope it 
will be a repeat performance. 


Credit for the success of the Bill 
Haley rock ’n’ roll tour of Israel goes to 
Babe Wallace, versatile entertainer who 
has been living and working in Europe for 
the past nine years. Babe penned all the 
local Israeli rock ’n’ roll hits which Haley 
featured during his tour. 


Sugar Chile Robinson who startled 
everyone by playing boogie woogie piano 
at the age of three is now a college student 
and studying piano for the first time in 
his life. He’s also studying medicine and 
hopes soon to become Dr. Frank Robinson 
so folk can forget about the “Sugar Chile.” 
He’s also having a little trouble collecting 
his tremendous trust fund which is to be 
turned over to him at the age of 21 (which 
he’s reached already) but during his 
young days the little piano prodigy’s age 
was put back. 


Handsome Jocko Henderson, Phila- 
delphia-New York disc jockey whose pop- 
ularity keeps rising, is on his way to Hol- 
lywood. Jocko has been selected as one of 
12 top deejays across the country to be 
featured in a new rock ’n’ roll movie about 
platter spinners. 


Sammy Davis, Jr. has been creating 
quite a stir in his new “Italian Lounge 
Suits’—no shoulders and the tightest 
pants in town. A perfectly weird getup 
for his role as Sportin’ Life in the movie 
version of Porgy And Bess. 


Hotel Theresa’s swank Harlem Sup- 
per club, The Gold Room, which opened 
starring such names as Othella Dallas, the 
Three Riffs and Ocie Smith, was stone- 
cold-dead-in-the-market before the critic’s 
ink was dry on the week’s report. 





Coneert-pianist, Roy Eaton, now 
musical director for one of New York’s 
largest ad agencies, never expected he'd 
be composing pop tunes for the modern 
jazz enthusiastics but that is what hap- 
pened to a musical jingle composed by him 
for Kent Cigarette commercials. His pro- 
gressive jazz treatment of the Kent jingle, 
heard on network radio and TV. caught 
the fancy of jazz fans and has now been 
recorded as a pop instrumental and with 
lyrics. 


It seems Butterfly (Gone With The 
Wind) McQueen’s big plans to give up 
the footlights and become a schoolmarm 
have gone pooff. The squeeky-voiced ac- 
tress is still very much in the theatre play- 
ing bit parts off-Broadway. 


“Ella and Her Fellas” is the cute 
title for a new LP by the great Miss Fitz- 
gerald. The whole business is a collection 
of stuff Ella recorded over the years with 
such fellas as the Mills Brothers, Ink 
Spots. Louis Jordan, Delta Rhythm Boys, 
Chick Webb, etc., etc., etc. 


Paris Greeting: A well known quar- 
tet of singers, who spend more time abroad 
than in their native home. rushed to the 
pier to meet a visiting American friend 
where nosey busybodies overheard this 
warm greeting: “Man, you arrived with 
the ‘gas’ just in time.” 


On The Records 


(Continued from Page 13) 





score big on the record parade. But per- 
haps in his yesteryear efforts he lacked the 
assurance. the poise and the technique to 
stand out prominently above the material 
or the instrumental backgrounding. Now 
he seems to have gained everything he 
needs. He should be on his way to the top 
this time. 

If you have heard Earl sing. you know 
he fashions his vocalizing right after the 
pattern of Billy Eckstine. his idol. Earl, 
who has traveled and filled in for “Mr. B”, 
not only sings like the famous vibrato styl- 
ist but also emulates his every stage man- 
nerism too. 

As a vocalist. Earl has been around a 
long time. despite his young age (he’s 
only 32). Born in Port Huron, Mich., and 
reared in Leland, Miss., his professional 
career began with Clarence Love’s band in 
Indianapolis in 1939. He went on to sing 
with Charlie Parker and other aggrega- 
tions in the bop and post-bop era. Among 
the aggregations were units batoned by 
such familiar jazz names as Bardu Ali, Jay 
McShann, Earl Hines and King Kolax. 








Tense, Nervous 


Headaches Need 
This Relief 


A survey shows 3 out of 4 doctors recommend the 
famous ingredients of Anacin to relieve pain. Here’s 
why Anacin® gives better total effect in pain relief 
than aspirin or any buffered aspirin: 


aa ACTS INSTANTLY: Anacin goes to work instantly. 


Brings fast relief to source of your pain. 


cess MORE EFFECTIVE: Anacin is like a doctor's pre- 
scription. That is, Anacin contains not one, but a 
combination of medically proven ingredients. 


ae SAFER: Anacin simply can not upset your stomach, 


spe LESSENS TENSION: Anacin also reduces nervous 
tension, leaves you relaxed, feeling fine after 
pain goes. Buy Anacin Tablets today! 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee, “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 












WALLET Size 22 x 342 on 
PORTRAIT QUALITY PAPER 
Just pennies per picture for 
beautiful portrait-quality 
reproductions of your own favorite 
photograph. Send one portrait or 
snapshot (returned unharmed) 
And money to: 
WALLET PHOTOS, Box AA-17 
Hillside, N.J. 

in a hurry? Send 25c extra 

for Super-Speed service. 
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LIGHTER BRIGITER 


Yes, co-ed or career girl, a lovely 
complexion is your best asset. 
Use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your 
dull, dark skin take on a lighter, 
brighter, smoother, softer look. Its 
bleaching action works inside your 
skin. Modern science knows no 
faster way of lightening skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 

Cream 

at all drug 
a il : counters 
| z 43¢, 65¢ 
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Ladies! MAKE 100% PROFIT... 


Sell Personalized Christmas Cards. 





You can make more 
money than you ever 
eamed possible — with FREE KIT 
famous, nationally- Postcard will do! 
known Evergreen Cards! Get 
Dozens of new, beautiful 
designs, personalized and 
priced for fast sales to 
friends, neighbors, relatives, club 
1embers, etc. Top value for less 

yney! 
EVERGREEN STUDIOS ‘55° 
Box 846 Chicago 42, Ill. 


Write today for 

















FOR ENTERTAINMENT ONLY 
SPECIAL DICE-GUARANTEED QUALITY 
MISSOUTS, Fast working Flats . . 
PASSERS, Stronger Than Ever . . 5 
TOPS & BOTTOMS, Even Points . 
TOPS, All Points (4 to 11) ’ 
DOOR POPS, 7 or 11 Every Roll 
FAIR DICE TO MATCH ....... 
FULL SET, Six Above Pairs, $5.00 
Order now. $1 deposit required, Balance C.O.D. 
er enclose cash and we pay the postage. 
Send for FREE— New, Handy POCKET BLUE BOOK 
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Why I Changed My Face 


(Continued from Page 31) 


it’s better if you don’t have to use a lot 
of corrective makeup, because it’s only 
going to come off, so you begin the ses- 
sion looking like one thing and end it 
by looking like something else entirely. 

When I decided to consider plastic sur- 
gery for a nose I felt was a little too flat 
and a little too thick, I soon learned that 
my own feelings were not the only ones 
involved. For one thing, my mother took 
it as a personal slap in the face. She 
felt: “Well, after all, I gave birth to you. 
Aren’t you satisfied with the way I made 
you? Why do you have to make yourself 
all over?” 

So I had to explain to her that it 
wasn’t that I wasn’t satisfied with the way 
I was born. “You did the best you could, 
and now I want to improve on it,” I told 
her. “You don’t object to my using cos- 
metics. Plastic surgery is the same thing 
except it’s permanent.” 

Then my friends would confront me 
with: “You look all right as you are. What 
are you trying to do, look like a white 
girl?” 

That was the main cry. A lot of my 
friends are white, both my marriages 
were interracial and I have a child from 
each marriage, so a lot of people thought 
that was my reason for plastic surgery. 
But that wasn’t it at all. Because if I 
had been able to photograph like I looked 
at the time, I would have been satisfied. 
But when I modeled, invariably my fea- 
tures would photograph very flat. Now, 
I don’t have that difficulty and don’t have 
to be bothered with all that makeup. 

My decision to undergo plastic surgery 
came after long talks with singer Sarah 
Vaughan, whom I had known for years. 
To me, she seemed to epitomize the 
plight of the dark girl who must struggle 
so because of her color to make it in this 
world. She had done it with her tremen- 
dous singing talent and a small assist 
from plastic surgery. I was very pleased 
with the results of her nose reshaping, 
and, with her helpful advice, decided to 
try it myself. 

Later, I told my plastic surgeon that, 
judging from the structure of Sarah’s 
face, I thought possibly that hers might 
be the type of nose I wanted. I didn’t 
want a Jewish nose or something like 
that, something that didn’t fit in with my 
face at all. I wanted something that 
would be photogenic, but at the same 
time would look like I might have been 
born with it. 

But I think I might not have been sat- 
isfied with the job that was done if the 
doctor had listened to me, because I kept 
insisting he “Make it like Sarah 
Vaughan’s” when I really didn’t know 
anything about it. But finally we agreed 


that I’d just leave it to him, and I think 
it worked out much better that way. 

When the day came for the actual op 
eration, I was excited about it, but not 
nervous. There was a moment or two of 
tenseness after they had administered the 
sedative and started rolling me_ toward 
the operation room. “How long will it 
take?” I asked the nurses, and _ then 
added: “How soon after the operation 
can I eat?” Then I fell off to sleep and 
awoke nearly three hours later with my 
face plastered in bandages. 

Up until this point, there had been 
practically nothing to it. But then the 
trouble began. It wasn’t really painful— 
just annoying. All of the work was done 
inside the nostrils—the surgeon built up 
the nose bone, then clipped the sides of 
the nose and pulled them in. The biggest 
trouble was the bleeding, which lasted 
several days. 

After a few days in the hospital, during 
which friends came to stare at me like 
I was a creature from Mars, I moved into 
a comfortable downtown hotel on_ the 
theory that more pleasant surroundings 
would hasten my emotional adjustment. 
The brace and bandages were still on and 
after a while I began to have fears and 
doubts about what I would look like after 
the unveiling. There were times when it 
was painful and I was looking horrible. 
There’s nothing like a face that’s com- 
pletely bloodshot and distorted, and | 
couldn’t eat or sleep. And then a friend 
would come in and say: “Oh, for Heavy. 
en’s sake, what have you done to your 
self? Now I guess you're satisfied.” And 
there were people who very obviously 
had never had any plastic surgery done 
who would come to me and say: “You 
see, I look like I do today because of 
plastic surgery.” The only thing that | 
could tell them is that they should shoot 
their doctor. 

My own doctors encouraged me con 
stantly when I would get very depressed 
about it. More important than that, | 
can’t imagine how many hours of his 
precious time he spent just sitting and 
talking with me until I was completely at 
ease. 

When the bandages finally came off, I 
could not decide whether I liked the re 
sults or not. But later, when the swelling 
was gone, I became very enthusiastic 
about it. 

By August of 1956, I was back in the 
hospital again—this time to have my 
mouth redone. This was necessary be 
cause with my new nose, my mouth was 
then too large, so it had to be adjusted 
to fit my face. The full facial change had 
to be accomplished a step at a time be 
cause, the doctor said, it was better t0 
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kt one part of the body heal at a time. 
ather than have too much of it cut up 
x once, which often delays the healing 
process and causes complications. 

To reshape my mouth, the surgeon cut 
of the bottom of my upper lip and tuck- 
ad it under to make it firmer and smaller. 
for this, I was given a local anesthesia, 
und while the nose operation had been 
dightly painful afterwards, the mouth 
surgery was painful before, during and 
afterwards. I had stitches in my lip that 
make me look like a zombie for about a 
week, and then it was all puffed up and 
took on several different shapes while it 
was trying to settle. I was scared to 
death because I didn’t know what it was 
ging to look like. Every time it would 
take a shape I would say, “Oh, God. 
This isn’t it, I hope.” Then finally I just 
forgot about it and it settled properly. 
But while I had the stitches in, whatever 
| ate, seemed to irritate them, and some- 
body was always trying to make me 
laugh, and I was afraid I was going to 
pull them or something. It proved to be 
much more irritating than the nose op- 
eration. Then too, you can keep your 
nose out of the way of more things than 
you can your mouth. 

But with these operations out of the 
way, I was now having work done on my 
bustline. Actually, it wasn’t in too bad 
condition in the first place. I probably 
expect a lot more of my bust than a lot 
of people do. Most women would likely 
have been satisfied with theirs if they 
had been like mine. But mine were 
dropping slightly and since I do nude 
photography modeling, I think it best to 
stay as perfect as possible. So, the doc- 
torr began giving me massages and it’s 
tremendous—it works. There will also 
be some corrective surgery. 

All of this has been fairly costly: $175 
for the nose operation, $215 for the mouth 
surgery and $350 for the bust work. Then 
[had to have private rooms. because plas- 
tic cases get pretty hysterical at times. 
And there were nurses and extra doctors, 
so the whole thing ran up quite a bit. 
But I feel it was all worth it. 

I have certainly seen the results of the 
surgery so far, in terms of more modeling 
jobs. I suppose it’s like a girl walking 
down the street. If she is attractive, more 
people are attracted to her. I’ve been 
able to do more with myself than ever 
before. 

As for how plastic surgery has af- 
fected my income, the best way to de- 
scribe it is: Before, I was calling the 
modeling agents. Now, they are calling 
me. I’ve stayed booked up a year ahead, 
and I’ve had a chance to go to Europe. 
I got one job recently because a woman 
liked my profile, and I’m sure I wouldn’t 
have made it on my profile before. 

Before plastic surgery, I had to make 
it on looking as sexy as possible. This 
is all right, but it limits you, because there 
is the question of just how sexy can you 
look without looking vulgar. Now, I 
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dress conservatively and accomplish mop 
than I did when I wore tight sweater 
and tight skirts. Because if you happe 
to contact an agent whose wife is a pho 
tographer or artist who works with hin, 
she is more willing to work with a clea. 
cut girl than one who comes in dripping 
with sex. 

But plastic surgery affected more thay 
my career. It affected me all over. I had 
a terrific inferiority complex at one time 
This was because I was in possession 9j 
the only pug nose in my family, so my 
folk kidded me about it. Oh, they didn 
mean any harm, but over a period oj 
years it sort of struck deep. Now, I feel 
that I look just as good as they do. Be. 
fore, when I would want to wear differen 
hairstyles and things like that, they would 
tell me: “You can’t wear that with your 
nose.” Now, I feel good when I go into 
a store and a salesgirl tells me I can 
wear most any style because I have the 
features for it. And certainly I don’ 
tell her I bought the features. I just 
smile sweetly and let it go at that. 

I had never felt extremely shy, I must 
admit. But now I feel twice as confident 
—and twice as competent—on a_ job. 
This makes a lot of difference because 
there may be another model who could 
come on a job and do it just as well as |, 
but I’m probably so confident of myself 
that it convinces the guy with the job. 

My mother has recently somewhat un- 
consciously come around to accepting the 
change. If you look at a plastic job long 
enough, you become accustomed to them 
and, begin to think you’ve been looking 
at these same features all your life. 

I fee] that any parent who can afford 
to have plastic surgery done for a child 
who needs it should have it done. If I 
could have had it done years ago, I think 
my life might have been a whole lot dif- 
ferent. It was a long and sometimes 
painful process, but as the saying goes, 
nothing good comes easy. And I don't 
care how it made me look: the most im- 
portant thing is how it made me feel. | 
think that if there is anything about you 
that bothers you, you should get rid of it, 
because peace of mind is the most im- 
portant thing in the world. 

Almost anything else that a person may 
have that is no good or holding them 
back, they get rid of. But they'll drag a 
big nose or a flat mouth around for a 
lifetime and just say, “I don’t like it,” 
and let it go at that, because they are 
afraid that their neighbors will speak ill 
of them if they have it changed. 

For instance, there are so many pretty 
children with those awful rabbit ears, 
and their parents wouldn’t think of hav- 
ing anything done to them. Those kids 
will go the rest of their lives being 
teased about their ears sticking out of 
their heads, when a very simple and in- 
expensive operation would correct them. 

As for me, I have only one regret about 
having my face changed. I should have 
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done it ten years ago. THE END 
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Spiteful Woman 


(Continued from Page 35) 


into his car across the street. But he didn’t 
drive away. My hand flew to my mouth, 
stifling the scream that rose in my throat. 
He’s waiting for her to come home! 


DON’T know how long I stood there 

watching. It seemed like hours, and 
every long minute was filled with helpless 
fear. If Oralee came home with another 
man, I was sure something awful would 
happen. 

Finally, when my legs almost gave way 
under me, I got into bed. But I couldn’t 
sleep. I lay there tensely, waiting. Then, 
I heard loud voices outside in the hallway 
and footsteps going to the floor above. 
Oralee’s shrill voice pierced the darkness, 
and I heard two men arguing violently. I 
recognized Lew’s angry voice and my 
heart contracted with fear. 

The quarrel raged for a while, then a 
sharp scream echoed through the build- 
ing. Somehow, I managed to get to the 
door and look out. But all I saw was the 
shadowy figure of a man racing down the 
steps past me. From upstairs I heard an 
awful moaning and someone yelled 
down, “Call the police. A woman’s been 
stabbed!” 

Quickly, I shut the door. Had it been 
Lew or the other man who fled out of the 
building? I made up my mind that I would 
say nothing about anything. But a short 
time later, there was a pounding on the 
door that woke Patti. It was the police. A 
burly cop stood there when I opened the 
door. “Just a few questions, Ma’m,” he 
said. “A Miss Johnston has been hurt and 
we want to know if you saw or heard any- 
thing unusual tonight?” 

“Is—is she badly hurt?” 
ring for time. 

“Pretty bad. She’s unconscious.” 

“Did Lew kill her, Mommy?” Patti 
piped up. 

I groaned. The cop peered closely at 
Patti, then knelt down beside her. “And 
what do you know about this, girlie?” 

When it was over, he had Lew’s name 
and a full description of him. For the first 
time since I could remember, I felt like 
whipping my daughter. But as quickly as 
I had the impulse, it vanished. It was not 
her fault. I was the one who put the ugly 
thought in her head. It was no time for 
trying to place the blame for what had 

happened. The police said they would pick 
up Lew within three hours. The thing for 
me to do was try to help him. 

Hurriedly, I dressed, and after getting 
Mrs. Groves to look after Patti, I rushed 
down to the police station. I don’t know 
how long I waited there, expecting any 
minute to see Lew brought in handcuffed 
to an officer. And all that fearful time I 
suffered, berating myself for letting my 


I asked, spar- 


personal problem touch my daughter. I 
had tried so hard to shield her from the 
ugliness of life and from cheap gossip, 
yet I was the one who had put the idea 
into her head that Lew would kill Oralee. 

In my heart I knew that he could never 
hurt anyone. Yet, the police were out 
hunting him like any other criminal. Fi- 
nally, they did bring Lew in, but I didn’t 
get a chance to talk to him. They rushed 
him back to a cell. 


T WAS almost morning when I heard 
footsteps coming down the dim corri- 


dor. I looked up and saw Lew. There 
were no cops with him. 

“Lew!” I cried, running to him. I threw 
myself into his arms, sobbing out the 


whole miserable story. 

“T know, I know,” he said soothingly, 
running his hand over my hair. “Don’t 
cry, Emily. Everything’s going to be all 
right. Oralee is not going to die and the 
police have the man who did it.” 

I stared up at him. “Then you—” 

Lew smiled and shook his head. “No I 
didn’t do it. After I left you, I waited for 
Oralee to have it out with her once and 
for all. The fellow she was with started 
arguing and when we got up to her place, 
he hit me. Well, I guess I slugged him 
back. He came at me with a knife and in 
the scuffle, Oralee got shoved against the 
corner of a table and was knocked un- 
conscious.” 

“But they said there was blood all over,” 
I said. 

“The fellow cut himself with the knife 
when he broke away and ran out,” Lew 
explained. “I ran after him, trying to 
catch him.” 

“It’s all my fault,” I wailed. 

He stopped and cupped my chin in his 
hands.-“‘No, darling, it’s as much my fault 
as anybody’s,” he said softly. “I guess I 
knew all along that Oralee was playing 
me for a sucker, and I just didn’t want to 
believe it. I had to see her out with an- 
other guy first. That was why I hung 
around after I left you. 

“T really did feel like killing them at 
first—while I sat out there waiting. But it 
was funny—after I saw them together, it 
suddenly didn’t matter any more.” 

Later, when we got Patti from Mrs. 
Groves’, Lew said he’d stop in for a cup 
of coffee. The two of us tucked Patti into 
bed. “Are you going to stay a while, 
Lew?” she asked drowsily. 

“Sure thing, honey,” he said, kissing 
her on the cheek. Then he looked up at 
me. “It'll be all right, won’t it?” 


I felt his hand squeeze mine and my 


heart sang. “Of course, darling.” I said 
happily. “Stay as long as you like.” 
THE END 
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Marva: She was a grown woman, but there was a 
lot she didn’t know—about women like Stacey. 













-<—sas————- Dan: How would he feel when he discovered that 
his rival was a woman? How would any man feel? 
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It was a strange chain of events that led my marriage to the 
brink of ruin. It seemed that everything in the world was against me; 


everything except the woman who came between me and my husband 





T’S A FEW MINUTES past nine o’clock. I’m alone now. An hour ago, Dan went off to his 


job. He kissed me in the doorway and his kiss was just as exciting as if we hadn’t 






























been married more than twelve years. A half-hour after that, Jeannie rushed 
off to school, almost late, as usual. 

Now I sit at the kitchen table, staring out the window, across the neat backyard lawn 
and back across the years. It does me good to remember, with a chill almost, 
how happiness nearly went down the drain: how, by a miracle of God’s 
mercy, I was able to save myself and my marriage from a tragic, unspeakable fate; 
from a degradation worse than that of any common tramp. 

I can face it bravely now that it’s over and conquered. I can face the fact that I 
very nearly allowed myself to become a victim of an unnatural passion. I can face 
it now, but when it happened. . . 

When Dan Staples and I walked down the aisle of a small Baptist church in West Vir- 
ginia to culminate a childhood romance with wedding vows, I was as sure as | am that my name, 
about to be changed, was Marva Bennett, that there could be nothing powerful enough to 
wreck our happiness. Dan and I, it seemed, had always known we were going to be 
married some day. In addition to being thoroughly in love with each other, we knew each other’s faults, 
good points and little peculiarities. Dan, a tall, sturdy-built, not-handsome guy, but with the 
sweetest smile in the whole Southland, had a fair education and a decent job in one of the city’s lead- 
ing hotels. I was an excellent housekeeper and cook. Both of us were ambitious and 
yearned for that pride that comes with parenthood. Our families were intimate 
friends of long standing. We had everything a young couple needed to make a splendid 
union. 

And we did—for two whole years. When I say whole years, it is a happy 
choice of language. For those first two years were so full and complete for us. We 
were wrapped up in each other but also we had a fine circle of friends, 
mainly young married couples. We also had made a modest 






Stacey: She had a reason for being over-protective 
of Marva, a reason Marva never suspected. 
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)wn payment on a modest one-family 
me and, bit by bit, were furnishing it 
1 manner which excited our delight 
ind still put no unbearable strain on our 


»cketbooks. Everyone in town pointed 
yut as a model couple. We were 
ipremely happy. 


Our greatest happiness, we knew, was 
It would come along with 
hildren. But, like most sensible, strug- 
ling couples, we intended to postpone 
having additions to the family until we 
had achieved a more solid financial basis. 
But you know what they say about well- 
laid plans. Ours certainly went astray. 
ertheless, when I broke the happy 
vs to Dan that I was going to have a 
knew that money wasn’t the 
that counted most. We knew that 
would work things out somehow to 
ike every provision for the little new- 
mer. 
{sk any woman who has a loving, dot- 
husband about the deliciousness of 
hat husband’s love when he discovers 
mate’s body bears the seed of new 
life. All the foolishly dear, ridiculously 
eet things that men do in the movies 
ind in novels when they learn they are 
be fathers they act out in real life. 
Dan almost wanted to put me in a cage of 
nbreakable glass. He insisted that I stop 
king around the house, that I avoid 
iny thing which might cause strain or 
undue tiredness. I laughed at him ten- 
derly and went on about my regular rou- 
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lt was delightful, however, being the 
center of attention of both our 
We were both only children 
ind I seemed to have become some won- 
lerful symbol with the announcement 
that I was going to produce an heir. 
Dan, of course, swore the child would 
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10st spoiled brat in the universe,” I 
husband. “Not only spoiled by 
his father, but by those doting, adoring 
grandparents.” 
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ed with boyish enthusiasm. 
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Oh, the hours we spent talking about 
what he would be like, whose 
he would have, how he 
look, what our plans for his future 

ild be. And the preparations we made, 

ire Dan was taking to see to it that 
I had the finest possible medical atten- 
tion and hospital arrangements for my 
conhnement, 
etly, I carried within me a deep- 
rooted fear and dread. I’d read so much 
>» suffering and pain which birth 
ht a woman. But I never let on for 
1 minute that the dark thoughts were 
going through my brain. Yet, some un- 
canny, psychic sense lurked inside of me, 
unknown hor- 
with the 


told my 


Dan demand- 
“You'll prob- 


racteristics 


some premonition that an 
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forthcoming happy event. 





It was psychic, too. For, in the fourth 
month of my pregnancy, a terrible thing 
happened to me. 

I'd been at a meeting of my bridge 
club on a Wednesday night. The meet- 
ings usually broke up about midnight 
and it was Dan’s custom to await my 
phone call at home and then to pick me 
up. This night, however, as the session 
ended, I decided not to annoy Dan. He'd 
been pretty tired recently, working over- 
time to get extra money for our big 
responsibility. The meeting was at a 
home only a few blocks from our house. 
It was a beautiful, warm night and be- 
sides, one of the girls would be walking 
within a block and a half of our house. 
So, I didn’t call Dan. 

I left my neighbor at her door. dismiss- 
ing as silly and unnecessary her offer to 
have her husband come out and walk the 
rest of the way home with me. 

“What do you think I am, a scaredy- 
cat?” I demanded merrily. 

There was a small, empty lot between 
our home and the next house. I had no 
thought of danger as I approached it. 
And I was so terrified I couldn’t even 
open my mouth to scream when, just as I 
crossed the lot. the shadowy figure of a 
man loomed up in front of me. My 
horror-stricken eyes caught the gleaming 
menace of the long knife he clenched in 
his hand. 

“Open your mouth and I'll kill you,” 
he warned me huskily. “Turn into that 
lot and walk straight. Don’t try anything. 
I'll be right behind you. ready to let you 
find out what dying is like if you make a 
sound.” 

Trembling and trying not to stumble in 
the darkness, I obeyed. Each step I took 
was torture. Desperately, I hoped that 
maybe his only motive was to rob me. I 
thanked God I had a few dollars in my 
purse. I hoped he’d take the money and 
be on his way. 

Suddenly, [ felt my arm snatched by 
the ominous man stalking behind me. I 
bit down on the impulse to scream. I was 
jerked roughly into a pit-black spot near 
an old wooden fence. 

The next thing I knew, an evil-smelling, 
rough cloth was being tied hurtingly 
tight across my mouth. Then I was borne 
down, down to the ground—down into the 
blackest of blacknesses and before I 
passed out with shock and unspeakable 
degradation, I knew that my body was 
being violated by this half-man, half- 
animal who neither knew nor cared that 
he was taking a pregnant woman. 

When I awoke from the nightmare, I 
didn’t know it was twelve hours later. 
Seeing Dan bending over me, his face 
lined with anxiety, my doctor and a nurse 
standing close by, I was fooled into be- 
lieving that this was the time—that my 
baby had been born. Then. swiftly and 
with crushing terror, I recalled the awful 
thing which had happened to me. 

“Oh, Dan!” I screamed. I was as 


terrified almost as I’d been in that dark 
lot. 

Big tears stood in my husband’s eyes 
as he cradled me in his arms. 

After a few seconds, the nurse gently 
separated us. 

The grim result of the attack was a 


miscarriage. No baby. Plus that, there 
were those long. dark months when the 
haunting memories still lived with me 
and when, at times, I started up out of 
my sleep in fear, dreaming again that the 
brutal arms of a man-beast were bearing 
me down to the ground. 

My attacker was an escapee from a 
nearby mental institution who had been 
terrorizing the area for months with sud- 
den assaults upon women. Dan, as mili- 
tantly angry as an avenging angel, joined 
the forces which were tracking him down 
but, to this day, he’s never been found. 


O ONE WILL ever know the bitter- 

ness which consumed me in the wake 
of this double tragedy—the grief of losing 
my baby and the shame of being a rape 
victim and having my pictures plastered 
as such all over the local front pages. 
When Id finally recovered from the phys- 
ical and mental shock, I was still on fire 
with a futile rage against God for letting 
this happen to me, against the authorities 
for letting a maniac like this roam the 
streets. 

I didn’t tell Dan, although I think he 
knew, but I became convinced that I was 
living under some sort of hard luck sign. 
Remembering the vague but disturbing 
premonitions I’d had about my _preg- 
nancy, I swore I never again wanted to 
go through the agony of hoping in vain 
to bear a child. People could find hap- 
piness without children, I argued. It 
was better to resign oneself to fate, rather 
than to expose oneself to the empty dis- 
illusion of thwarted hopes and frustrated 
dreams. 

My housework and staying at home 
while Dan was on the job had become 
inadequate for me. I thought too much 
when I was alone, remembered too much 
about what had gone before. I begged 
Dan to let me get a job and he finally 
relented. 

I became a checker at a garment fac- 
tory which had just opened in town. And 
that is how I met Stacey Collins. 

Stacey was tall, broad _ shouldered, 
athletically-built and walked with a free, 
loose-swinging stride. She was a hand- 
some woman, with tremendous vitality 
and the kind of personality you call com- 
manding. Everyone on the job looked up 
to Stacey—that is, in the department in 
which we both worked. When little 
grievances arose among the employees, 
no one had the nerve to take them direct- 
ly to the foreman but Stacey. When one 
of the girls was sick and had to stay 
home or had sickness in her family, 
Stacey organized employee collections or 
employee affairs to raise money to give. 
When the union came in to organize us 
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and half of the workers were afraid of 
Josing their jobs, Stacey took the gen- 
eralship and got everyone to sign up so 
we could all get better conditions and 
more pay. 

Everyone respected Stacey: employees, 
bosses, everyone. But the peculiar thing 
was that as well-liked as she was, Stacey 
had a way of keeping people at arm’s 
length. She didn’t have close friends on 
the job and the details of her life, like 
whether she had a family and so on, were 
a mystery to all of us. Many of the girls 
were curious about her love life, for 
Stacey was such a striking-looking wom- 
an in the old Amazonian style of beauty, 
that they were certain she must have 
several boy friends. 

Stacey and I became intimate friends 
just a few months after I went to work 
at the plant. That came about as the re- 
sult of an incident which almost lost me 
my job. We had a bullying forelady 
over our section, one of those characters 
who earns authority by coddling up to 
the boss and running to the office with 
tales about her fellow-workers. Bessie 
Potter took an instant dislike for me the 
minute I was assigned to her section. I 
couldn’t attribute this dislike to any bet- 
ter reason than the fact that I made it a 
point to go to work very well-dressed 
and immaculate. It was just part of my 
makeup to be that way and Dan had al- 
ways been so generous about buying me 
interesting clothes. 

Mrs. Potter, the frustrated old maid 
type who wore dark, drab and not always 
clean clothes to work, lost no time sneer- 
ing about my appearance. 

“Look at Miss Ann,” she would tell one 
of her confederates loud enough so that 
everyone could hear. “She’s all dressed 
up like she’s going to a fancy ball. Won- 
der whether she knows she’s no better 
than anyone else. Wonder if she knows 
this is a factory and you don’t get no 
more pay for trying to look cute around 
here.” 

A few of the girls who flunkeyed for 
Mrs. Potter laughed raucously. 

Working close by, Stacey sent me a 
warning, sympathetic look which advised 
me to ignore the old bag and not to lose 
my temper. 

My silence and the polite way I pre- 
tended not to notice Mrs. Potter’s mean 
remarks only made the forelady angrier 
and more determined to “get me.” 

She made it her business to stand over 
me, watching for the slightest mistake. 
She spoke to me sharply and kept up a 
running commentary of sneers. She as- 
signed me every dirty, unpleasant task 
which came to her mind. Knowing that I 
didn’t have to take all this—that I could 
quite easily quit the job and even make 
Dan happier doing so—I guess I would 
have blown up on several occasions, if it 
hadn’t been for Stacey. Stacey went out 
of her way to let all the girls know that 
she was on my side against the forelady. 
She did it without saying a word—but 


with her actions. Stacey singled me out 
to have lunch with, came over to me to 
chat during the breaks, waited for me to 
walk to the trolley line after work. She 
knew that the other girls respected her 
so much that they wouldn’t dare join 
Mrs. Potter in making things tough for 
me. 

“You have to overlook the old crank, 
Marva,” my new friend told me. “She’s 
mad at the world because she has nothing 
in life but her stale old self and, believe 
me, that’s not good company for anyone. 
Don’t worry, we won’t let her go too far. 
I’m keeping my eye on her anyway and 
making notes of all the rotten things she’s 
doing. You know, we have a pretty 
strong grievance committee and if Potter 
goes too far, she'll find herself up on 
charges by the union.” 

I was blindly grateful to Stacey. It 
was nice to have a friend and protector, 
especially someone who seemed so high- 
ly capable of handling situations like she 
did. I had somewhat shunned old friends 
after the horrible night of the attack. I 
had done it because I couldn’t get over 
the hot shame of the thing. But there 
was an undefinable quality about Stacey 
which made me want to confide in her, to 
tell her things I was no longer able to 
talk to Dan about. 


NE LUNCH HOUR, when Stacey and 

I were sitting together in the cafete- 
ria, | broke down and told her the story 
of my marriage, the lost baby and the at- 
tack. 

“The worst part of it, Stacey,” I said 
miserably, “is that I can’t get over this 
feeling that I don’t want to go through 
it all again—having a baby which will 
probably never happen anyway. And yet, 
I know how much Dan wants children.” 

Stacey’s usually sparkling eyes were 
full of soft compassion. 

“You poor sweet,” she said, laying a 
reassuring hand on my arm. “Don’t fret 
yourself about it, dear. Everything will 
work out. What you need is to get your 
mind off of these things—to find new 
interests. Maybe you and I are going to 
be good for each other. You’re busy feel- 
ing sorry for yourself because of what’s 
happened to you and I’m always sorry for 
myself because I’m so confounded lonely.” 

“Lonely, Stacey?” I was amazed. It’s 
funny how your own grief can make you 
blind to the sorrows of others. I thought 
I knew Stacey pretty well and it had 
never crossed my mind that this vital, 
popular creature could ever feel neglect- 
ed or alone. 

She told me her life story, and then I 
understood. At least, she told me part of 
her life story. Stacey had been in an 
orphan’s home where she was mistreated 
badly because of her wilful nature and 
the failure of authorities there to under- 
stand her. She had run away and strug- 
gled to take care of herself ever since the 
age of fifteen. She had no friends, ex- 
cept me, on or off the job, and lived 


alone in a small apartment on the other 
side of town. 

“But why no friends, Stacey?” I de- 
manded. “All the girls are crazy about 
you, even the ones who pretend to side 
with Potter. And as for men, you're 
such a stunning looker. Why, I person- 
ally know several young men who would 
give an arm to go out with you. Tell you 
what I'll do... .” 

I was shocked by the vehemence of her’ 
interruption. 

“Wait a minute, Marva,” she told me 
almost fiercely. “Don’t be like all the 
rest of the girls I’ve almost made friends 
with. Don’t start trying to make matches 
and play Cupid for me. I’m not interest- 
ed. Not interested in men, do you un- 
derstand?” 

I stared at her in surprise. But my bet- 
ter judgment told me not to pursue the 
subject. Perhaps if I had been a little 
less naive and had paid more attention to 
Stacey’s words and the fierce reaction 
which she displayed at my mention of 
men, I’d have saved a lot of future grief. 
But I didn’t. I just concluded that Stacey 
must have had some heart-breaking ex- 
perience and was going through a phase 
of resentment which she’d get over some 
day. But I resolved that whatever I could 
do to help make her happier, I would do. 
After all, she’d been a fine friend to me. 

Like I said, my presentable appearance 
irritated Mrs. Potter. When I wore some- 
thing new and attractive, it was like wav- 
ing a red flag in front of a bull. One 
day, after Easter week, I decided to show 
off a beautiful beige suit Dan had bought 
me. I must admit that the thought 
crossed my mind that this would infuriate 
Mrs. Potter. But, had I known the con- 
sequences of my vanity, I would have 
changed my mind. 

Mrs. Potter was in a particularly sour 
mood that day. As rarely happened, she 
had been called down by the boss for 
some oversight in her work. All morning 
she had been taking out her rage on the 
girls. Every once in a while I saw her 
glance in my direction as if she were try- 
ing to invent some new devilment to an- 
noy me. When I slipped up and made an 
error in my work, she had her oppor- 
tunity. 

Standing over me, swelling like an en- 
raged hen, the forelady loosed a barrage 
of abuse which made every other tongue- 
lashing she’d given me seem mild by 
comparison. Not content with berating 
me for my carelessness, she became in- 
tensely personal. 

“If you weren’t so anxious to be the 
cock of the walk with your fine rags, 
maybe you could keep your mind on 
your work,” she raged. “Maybe you 
think one of the bosses will notice you 
and be nice to you. Huh?” 

I felt myself trembling with uncontrol- 
lable rage. The whole section was quiet, 
tense, everyone listening to Mrs. Potter's 
loud angry harangue. God, let her leave 
me alone, I prayed silently. I can’t stand 
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more of this. I can't stand much 


But Mrs. Potter was determined to go 
limit. 

Parading around here like this is a 
hion show,” she sneered. “You're just 
»f those sluts that like a lot of cheap 
Maybe you’d like to make the front 
again like you did when you got 

iped. Was it really rape?” 
[ heard the quick intake of breath—the 
mnishment registered by the girls at this 
| blow. This was too much even for 
\irs. Potter’s stooges—and it was cer- 
iinly too much for me. Scathing rage 
ok hold of me. I jumped up from my 
and advanced on Mrs. Potter. My 
nds were clenched, my breast heaving 
langerously. My eyes focused on her 
nny. hateful neck. I wanted to grab 
it neck and squeeze, squeeze. I was 
ipable of murder in that furious mo- 
But, suddenly, I felt myself being 
pushed aside by strong hands. Stacey had 
rushed between Mrs. Potter and me. Face 
flushed with anger, her eyes giving off 
s sparks, she caught Mrs. Potter by 
houlders and shook, shook the ugly 
little woman until she looked like a limp 


You’ve gone a little bit too far, old 
nan,” Stacey hissed. “You must be out 
mind. We’re all sick and tired of 
devilment. You’d better straighten 
1 fly right or you'll be out of your 
Uncle-Tommin’ job because none of us 
ire going to stand for your bullying any 
longer. And when we prefer charges, 
ll all be against you.” 
Holding Mrs. Potter easily with one 
hand, Stacey whirled to face the girls in 
tion. 
Won't we, girls?” she demanded. 
I was a look in her eyes which dared 
of them not to back her. 
Ye they shouted in unison. “Yes.” 
icey turned back to the terrified fore- 


} ne 


You see?” she demanded. “Now run 
the lady’s room and get yourself 
r and remember: you're through 


our hateful remarks. you little 
lried-up bully.” 
Contemptuously, Stacey released Mrs. 


Potter who looked as if she might col- 
minute. Like a terrier beaten 

i street fight, she slunk out of the sec- 
tion. The tension which had reigned there 
for months under Mrs. Potter’s evil eye 

ed released in that moment. The 
girl nt up a great shout of laughter. 
Some of them hugged and kissed and 
lanced around Stacey and patted me on 


hack 


ip ally 


We don’t have to worry about Potter 
one girl said. “Stacey’s got 
mber. 

There was some talk that she might 
ith one of the bosses and try to 

zet ucey and me in trouble, but the 
girls were determined to stick by us sol- 

1 he did. 


Mrs. Potter didn’t return, however. In 
fact. she didn’t return that afternoon— 
probably made some excuse to go home. 


LL THAT afternoon, while we were 

working. I stole grateful, admiring 
glances at Stacey. How strong and sweet 
she was. How wonderful she had been, 
coming to my rescue at the crucial mo- 
ment when I might have done something 
to destroy my whole life. And how ad- 
mirable she had been. rallying the girls 
behind her. I smiled bashfully at her, 
my smile telling her how much I appre- 
ciated her. I knew I had found a loyal, 
true and sacrificing friend in Stacey. 

Even though she brushed off my thanks 
and praise. I began thinking how selfish 
I had been. Here I'd been keeping my 
mind on my own troubles and not trying 
one bit to do something for Stacey. Stacey 
was lonely. She had told me so herself. 
Even though she didn’t want me to try to 
find her a boy friend, there must be some- 
thing I could do. There must be some- 
thing. 

I told Dan about Stacey—how lonely 
she was and what a good friend she had 
been. I didn’t dare tell him all the de- 
tails about my trouble at work. That 
would have been all the excuse Dan 
would need to order me to quit the job. 
He was sympathetic about Stacey. 

“Why not invite her out to the house 
for dinner some evening?” he suggested. 
“I'd like to meet her.” 

Stacey was overwhelmed when I ex- 
tended the invitation. Then she seemed 
to hesitate. 

“What about your Lusband? Will he be 
home?” she asked. 

“Why. of course, Stace,” I said. a bit 
puzzled. “He suggested that I invite you. 
He wants to meet you.” 


She began to say something, then 
paused. 
“All right, darling, [ll be glad to 


come,” she agreed. 

It was almost uncanny the way I 
sensed, as soon as Stace and Dan met, 
that they weren’t going to like each other. 
To be sure, they were polite and cordial 
and tried to be warm to each other. But 
there was something lacking which dis- 
turbed me slightly. I dismissed it as my 
imagination working overtime. Curiously 
enough, Dan didn’t have anything to say 
about Stacey that evening after we had 
had dinner, played three-handed bridge 
and enjoyed a few drinks and a talk. He 
had offered to drive her home but Stacey 
had held out that she didn’t need any 
company. 

“I can take care of myself, thanks, 
Dan,” she had told him, firmly but po- 
litely. 

I was anxious to learn Dan’s opinion 
of my friend. I waited until we were just 
about ready to go to sleep. Then I asked 
him what he thought of her. 

“Oh, she’s okay,” he answered me off- 
handedly. 

“What do you mean—‘okay?’” I de- 


manded. “It’s not a very enthusiastic 
word.” 

“Well, to tell you the truth, dear, she’s 
awfully mannish for a woman. I don’t 
suppose it’s anything against her. I guess 
she can’t help it, but maybe I’m preju- 
diced. I like my women to be all woman. 

“T didn’t bring her here for you to like 
that way.” I retorted hotly. 

“Oh, don’t take what I’m saying wrong, 
dear. I guess she’s all right. By the way, 
is she married, or has she got a boy 
friend?” 

A slow anger was welling up inside of 
me. I knew just what Dan was getting 
at. It was a thing Id tried often to put 
out of my own mind about Stacey. I re- 
called that. around the plant, in spite of 
Stacey’s popularity. there were vicious lit- 
tle rumors about her. that she was—well 
—the kind of woman who preferred her 
own sex to men. I'd never been able to 
pin down any of Stacey’s accusers for, if 
I had. I'd have been fighting mad with 
anyone who dared to say anything against 
her. 

I sat up in bed and turned on Dan. 

“Of all the filthy, low-minded, suspi- 
cious ...” I began. 

“Darling.” my husband cried in amaze- 
ment. “I didn’t mean. . .” 

And so it went on for nearly an hour— 
my first fight with Dan, with me defend- 
ing and championing Stacey and Dan try- 
ing to convince me that he hadn’t meant 
to label her. 

Finally, I dissolved into tears and we 
made up. I didn’t know it then, but now 
I know that my sensitiveness about Stacey 
planted the seeds of suspicion in Dan’s 
mind and helped to bring about the un- 
fortunate events which occurred after 
that. 


HE NEXT DAY, at work, I noticed 

that Stacey wasn’t her usual self. She 
was acting very odd and, I thought. rather 
cool to me. I’m the sincere, loyal type 
about friendships. I don’t allow what 
seems to be the beginning of a misunder- 
standing to develop into anything serious 
if I can help it. So, at lunch period. 
when Stacey tried to avoid me, instead of 
eating lunch with me as usual, I went to 
her and asked her frankly what was 
wrong. 

Stacey tried to put me off, insisting she 
was just in a bad mood. but I insisted on 
an answer. Finally. she let me have it. 
right from the shoulder. 

“T’ve decided we shouldn’t be friends 
any longer, Marva,” she told me bluntly. 

I was upset, hurt. 

“Why, Stace, why in heaven’s name?” 
I asked. “Have I done or said anything?” 

“I'd rather not explain if you’re really 
too stupid to guess,” she told me and 
walked off, leaving me in the middle of 
the floor, wondering. 

All the rest of the day I couldn’t keep 
my eyes off Stacey. She was working as 
if her life depended on it. Her face was 
grim and set. 
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I guess I must have shown how hurt 
and shaken I was because at quitting 
time, Stacey came over to me and said 
roughly: 

“You want to know why we cannot be 
friends any longer? Call your husband. 
Tell him you will not be home until late, 
very late, and come with me for dinner 
and to see some friends. If you really 
want to know—you will do this. If you 
do not—.” 

Her manner was rough and imperious. 
She stood there, waiting for my answer. 

“T’ll call him, Stacey,” I told her. 

We travelled across town to Stacey’s 
apartment by trolley in silence. She lived 
in a building with a horribly unattractive 
front. But when she put her key in her 
apartment door and admitted me, I 
gasped with delight. Stacey’s place was 
a paradise of beauty. Rich, creamy gray 
and startling ebony were the color theme, 
running throughout. Splashes of crimson 
—lamps, table sashes and roses set off the 
oddly beautiful motif. The furniture was 
very old, very expensive, quite luxurious. 
The few pictures which adorned the walls 
were exquisite. 

“Oh, Stacey, what a perfectly wonderful 
place,” I exulted. “It’s like coming out of 
one world into another of color and 
peace.” 

“Thank you,” Stacey told me grimly. 
She switched on some soft, melodious 
music which played continually, opened 
up a unique little bar and made me a 
scotch and soda. 

“Make yourself at home. 
and get dinner,” she told me. 

Stacey reappeared in a few minutes. I 
was amazed at the transformation. She 
was wearing lounging pajamas—Chinese 
style—of red and gold. She looked, for 
all the world, like a very handsome man! 

Deftly she organized a delicious dinner 
of chops, mashed potatoes, greens, hot 
bread and apple pie. Meanwhile, I sat in 
the gray kitchen and we talked superfi- 
cially, trying to pretend nothing had gone 
wrong between us. 


I'll change 


FTER DINNER I phoned Dan. I had 

intended originally to tell him the 
truth, that I was going out with Stacey. 
But, at the last minute, I changed my 
mind. I was going to a hen party for 
one of the girls in the bridge club, I ex- 
plained. I had arranged for one of the 
girl’s husbands to bring me home. Dan 
sounded a bit puzzled, but didn’t object. 
I didn’t care. I was too anxious to find 
out why Stacey was acting as she was. 

In her bedroom, as we were preparing 
to leave to see her friends, I noticed two 
picture frames on her dresser which bore 
the pictures of two different, equally 
beautiful, delicate-looking yeung women. 

“Any relation to you, Stace?” I asked 
innocently. 

She glanced at me quickly. 

“Just very good friends of the past,” 
she told me briefly. I could tell she didn’t 
want to talk about them anymore. 


About seven-thirty, Stacey’s bell rang. 

“That’s Carl and Irene, calling for me,” 
she explained as she buzzed the button to 
open the door downstairs. Two women 
burst into the apartment, embracing Sta- 
cey and casting curious glances my way. 
One of them was tall and muscularly 
built—that was Carl—and the other, deli- 
cate and petite. Stacey introduced us. 

Carl looked me up and down boldly. 

“Congratulations, Stacey,” she gushed. 
“She’s stunning.” 

Irene shot me a jealous look. 

At long last, I was beginning to catch 
on. Stacey had brought me with her to- 
night to shock me into knowledge of the 
truth—the fact that the whispers about 
her on the job, the suspicions which had 
been almost voiced by Dan, were true. 
She was a woman who loved women. I 
had heard and read a great deal about 
this kind of person. I remembered the 
heroine of the famed book Well of Lone- 
liness. I had always believed that I would 
be utterly repelled by such a person. But, 
surprisingly, I found out that I didn’t 
hate or scorn Stacey. True, I was disap- 
pointed at the revelation, but, as I’ve said 
before, I’m the kind of person who clung 
to a friend once I’d made a friend. After 
all, I reasoned, Stacey’s life was her own 
and as long as I wasn’t involved in her 
personal life, I wanted to keep her affec- 
tion and respect. 

I was conscious of Stacey’s eyes on me, 
as if she were testing how I would take 
her friends. At first I resented their as- 
sumption that I was Stacey’s girlfriend, 
that I belonged to their world. But soon 
it began to amuse me and I felt like a 
character in a play. We sat around, drink- 
ing for a few minutes, then all piled into 
an old early T-Model Ford belonging to 
Carl. 

Our destination was a pretentious-look- 
ing home in one of the swankiest sections 
of town. A maid opened the door and 
greeted everyone with familiarity unbe- 
coming a maid. 

“Donna’ll be down in a couple of min- 
utes. She’s had a bad headache today,” 
the maid told Stacey and the rest of us. 
“Just trilly into the living room and in- 
vade the bar.” 

I later learned that the maid was in 
reality the “companion” of Donna, the 
wealthy sculptress who owned the gor- 
geous house. Donna, a highly charming 
woman with mixed gray hair and sad, sad 
eyes, appeared shortly and suggested that 
everyone “come downstairs to the play- 
room to do some serious drinking.” She 
explained that the rest of 
would be along later. 

That party was an unforgettable occa- 
sion. It was the kind of experience I'd 
read and heard about but never dreamed 
would happen to me. It was just like any 
other party I'd ever leen to—except that 
the men who came were obviously mem- 
bers of the third sex, just like the women 


the crowd 


who were there. Most of the men and 


women came in couples, many of them 


mixed. I was surprised to observe that 
the great majority of the fifty or more 
persons were people who no casual ob- 
server would ever suspect of being homo- 
sexual. They were for the most part, 
neatly-dressed, highly intelligent people. 
The women danced with each other. The 
men did the same. 

Keeping a vigilant watch over me and 
making certain that I wasn’t annoyed by 
any number of women who eyed me hun- 
grily, Stacey acted almost like an ob- 
server of the party, rather than a partici- 
pant. I sensed that she was letting me 
have a full dose of knowledge about this 
strange new world to which she had in- 
troduced me. She only smiled when re- 
marks were made—teasing or praiseful— 
about “your new friend.” She quickly 
intercepted when two or three of the 
women invited me to dance. 


BOUT ELEVEN-THIRTY, the party 

resembled a_ dimly-lit lovers lane 
more than a house party. The women 
were necking with each other and the 
men doing the same as if it were all 
perfectly natural. 

Stacey rose and told me: 

“It’s getting sort of late. 
good night.” 

Stacey hailed a cab. She directed the 
driver to take us to my home address, 
then settled back and asked: 

“Well, how did you enjoy yourself. I 
guess now you understand why I say we 
can’t be friends any longer, don’t you.” 

“No, Stacey, I don’t,” I told her. “What 
I saw tonight isn’t my way of life and I 
suppose that since you know that, you 
think we shouldn’t still be friends. But 
I’m not narrow-minded and I think each 
person has a right to choose his way of 
living.” 

“Listen, you little fool,” she told me. 
“You’re just too innocent to be alive. 
What I’ve been trying to get over to you 
is that I love you, do you understand— 
not like, but love you. And because I do, 
because I love you so much that your own 
welfare means more to me than my selfish 
desires, I don’t want to be tempted to try 
to lead you into that kind of nightmare 
that you saw tonight. Oh, I’m not apolo- 
gizing for being what I am and I’m not 
really ashamed of it. But that kind of 
life leads to all sorts of sordidness, all 
sorts of heartbreak and tragedy and 
you’re a good, clean woman, Marva, the 
kind who could be taken advantage of. 
I won’t be the person to do it. I want to 
think of you always as being happy with 
your husband, thinking again about hav- 
ing children. I want you to have the hap- 
piness I’d like to have if I were what the 
world calls normal. I’ve fought loving 
you, Marva. For a while, I believed I 
could be your friend and never let you 
know how I felt or what I was. But I’m 
only human. If, tomorrow, I saw you 
again and you still wanted to be friendly 
—in spite of all you know, I couldn’t re- 
sist trying to take you away from your 
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Let’s say 








{. And I could do it if I wanted 
va—whether you know it or not. 
why I won’t see you tomorrow— 
again. I quit my job today for 
son. Stay away from me, Marva. 


” 
way 


ilked the few steps to my front 
» deep in thought about what had 
ed—about Stacey’s words—that I 
bumped into Dan. He was stand- 
ere on the front step. I knew he’d 
Stacey and me talking down the 
Without a word, I brushed past 
to the house. 


HAD only had the strength and 
lom to tell Dan the whole story, 
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things looked—my quarrelling 
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lamning it all seemed, especially 
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becoming pregnant again. 
ind I didn’t discuss that night or 
[ wanted to because I saw the 
ok in his eyes which seemed to beg 
volunteer an explanation. I tried 
it up to him by being more warm, 
iffectionate. We became lovers again 
but we were still strangers in 
ings before we went to work and 
venings after we came home. 
ssed Stacey horribly on the job 
ndered about her—whether she 
py. If anyone had ever told me 
before that that I could have kept 
ind affection for another woman 
knew to be peculiar—a woman 
id been bold enough to express her 
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ilted. But Stacey had not only 
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ple of months later came the next 
ck of fate. I was pregnant all 
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felt now that whatever threat 
ight have been to our marriage 
longer to be feared. But I lived 
tant hell of fright. There was 
I could do but to live with the 
try to conquer it. 
and I were drawn closer together 
f the promise of a baby. But 
enough for me to tell him the 
»f Stacey and how decent she’d 
ut it all. Not close enough for 
him how frightened I was about 
ordeal. 
months before my time, Dan 
leave the job. His love and 
and the relaxation of being 
my hopes begin to build. I 
feel reassurance. 
moves in a mysterious way. 
was bern—a boy. A boy who 
than forty-eight hours after I 


first held him in my arms. 

I made no attempt this time to fight 
the stunning shock of bitterness—more 
than grief—which settled down upon me. 
I couldn’t even bring myself to cry about 
the little bundle of flesh which had sud- 
denly gone cold. Not even Dan’s sorrow 
—and a deep, deep sorrow it was—moved 
me to any kind of feeling. In fact, a kind 
of insanity came down upon me which 
made me hate Dan for his sorrow. What 
had he suffered of physical and mental 
pain either time. How easily men get 
away with things in this world, I thought. 

The insanity grew within me. And my 
hate grew. I rejected God who had al- 
lowed this to happen. I didn’t want Dan 
to come near me or touch me. [| lived in 
a hard, hard shell and I wanted to die— 
until the day the evil thought came to me. 

The evil thought seemed an inspiration. 
I earnestly believed that I no longer loved 
Dan. I thought of his desire for me as 
selfish lust, gratifying to his emotions and 
his physical need and promising him the 
vanity of becoming a father at the ex- 
pense of my pain and disillusion. 

Stacey. I would go to Stacey. What 
did I care about what the world thought 
of her. I wanted to be with someone 
who loved me without wanting to exploit 
my body, to expose me again to a pain I 
knew I could never again undergo. Dan 
would be happier without me anyhow. I 
told myself. He didn’t need me. He 
needed a woman who could give him chil- 
dren. Stacey, poor, lonely, love-starved 
Stacey—she needed me. And I needed her 
—her companionship, her protecting loy- 
alty, her honesty. 


HEN the decision was made, I lost 

little time acting on it. I hoped des- 
perately that Stacey hadn’t left town. that 
she lived at the same place. I didn’t dare 
call her for I knew she would forbid me 
to come. But she couldn’t turn me down 
if I appeared in person. 

I packed a suitcase of clothes and left 
one morning right after Dan had gone to 
work. My heart was a trip hammer inside 
of me as I rang Stacey’s bell. 

“Marva,” she exclaimed. “What are you 
doing here? I thought I told you to stay 
away.” 

“T’ve come to stay, Stace,” I told her. 
“If you want me. I know what I’m 
doing.” 

“If I want you,” Stacey told me hoarse- 
ly. “God, Marva .. .” 

“May I come in?” I asked. 

“Of course, Marva.” 

For the next hour, Stacey sat and lis- 
tened as I told her all that had happened 
since I’d last seen her, how Dan had been 
watching us as we talked on the street- 
corner the night we went out together, 
my second misfortune with childbirth and 
the way I felt about men in general and 
Dan in particular. 

“So you see, Stacey, I’m just like you 
now—not interested in men. So I’ve come 
to stay with you, to make your life my 


life, if youre willing.” 

“Tell you what,” she declared finally. 
“You’re upset and tired. Suppose you get 
yourself a good rest. I'll make you some 
tea and when you wake up you'll be able 
to think better.” 

Lying in Stacey’s big. comfortable bed, 
I relaxed into wondering about the future. 
Stacey hadn’t made any comment, hadn’t 
agreed to my plan. But yet it was obvious 
that she still felt the same, that she want. 
ed me with her, was happy to see me. I 
wondered what it would be like, living 
this life on the fringe of society. I won- 
dered what Dan would do. Would he con- 
sent to a divorce? Would people find out 
what had happened and point me out in 
the streets? Maybe Stacey and I could 
go away, leave town. I fell off to sleep. 

I awoke hours later and stared as if at 
a ghost. Dan was sitting by the bed. 

“Hello, darling.” he said. 

“How .. .?” I began. 

“Don’t ask questions,” he said, smiling 
the sweet old smile which I hadn’t seen 
for a long time. “Stacey came and got me. 
She told me the whole story. She was very 
frank about it all. Told me how she felt 
about you, how she took you out that 
night to show you how really rough life 
is on her side of the fence. She made me 
feel like a heel for ever doubting you. 
And, I guess, it was my doubt partially 
that led you to become desperate enough 
to come to Stacey. She’s not here now. 
She left me here so we could talk. She 
also left a message for you. She says the 
only way you can help her is to allow her 
to keep the one principle of which she 
can be proud—that she has never done 
anything in her life to drag another hu- 
man being down into the terrible pit of 
lonely unhappiness in which she lives 
from day to day. Those are her very 
words, Marva.” 

Tears filled my eyes. 

“Poor Stacey,” I said. 

“Another thing.” Dan told me. “You 
must have forgotten that you love me very 
much and that I love you too. Dearest, 
let’s not let the ugly things which have 
happened in our lives blind you to that 
fact. We can still be happy. Stacey’s sac- 
rifice taught me a lesson in how to love 
someone unselfishly. I want you to know 
that having a wife is more important to 
me than having children.” 

“Oh, Dan,” I cried. “I’ve been so ter- 
ribly wrong. I felt so sorry for myself 
that I didn’t even realize how much you 
had suffered along with me. Let’s try to 
forget what has happened.” 

“No,” Dan said soberly. “Let’s always 
remember it, so it won’t happen again.” 

That’s what we’ve done over the years. 
And though I never went through child- 
birth again, we adopted Jeannie, an ador- 
able child we love as much as we would 
our own flesh and blood. 

As for Stacey. wherever she is, I hope 
she’s found some kind of happiness or a 
way to find a place in normal society. She 


deserves it. THE END 








